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PKEFACE 



IT may very naturally be expected that we 
should say something about the origin of the 
" Sheffield Dialect," and the reasons why it has 
been continued. The first attempt to commit it 
to writing was made at the time when the public 
mind was much excited by the Roman Catholic 
Emancipation Bill. It will be remembered that 
we had two meetings on the subject, after which 
our first letter appeared in the columns of the 
Sheffield Courant. Its publication gave rise to 
much speculation as to who was its author ; and 
we remember enjoying the joke in several com- 
panies, where opinions flew swiftly round as to 
who the mysterious writer could be. "Hah," 
says one, " that chap can wroite better nor that; 
he'snooa fooil, depend on't." "Oh,"saysanother, 
" o kno him; an o cod tell his name, if o'd a 
moind." "Come, then," says a third, "let's 
have it." "Nay," says he, "o'st not tell his 
name, bnt o kno for a fact at it wer written be 
won at parsons." Of course, we offered no 
opposition; indeed, it would hare been utterly 
useless, for no one had the most distant idea that 
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it was the production of a cutler. After this, 
several other letters appeared in the (liferent 
papers on various subjects, and were so well 
received, that Mr. Blackwell, the late publisher 
of the Iris, first suggested the idea of publishing 
a pamphlet in the dialect, and at the same time 
proposed several subjects for the author's cogita- 
tion. After a short time, the first number of the 
Wheelawarf Chronicle appeared, the sale of which. 
far exceeded our expectation. From this circum- 
stance, and others, which from delicacy we shall 
not mention, we continued to publish until we 
had six numbers of the Wheekwarf ChronicU, 
when they were collected aud published in one 
small volume, which has long been out of print. 
Continuing to employ the press by this mode of 
communicating our thoughts, we got access to the 
very lowest of society, and thus directed our 
energies against the principles of infidels. We 
also kept up a close fire against that wretched 
crime which is such a stain upon our country, 
viz., drunkenness; and hence the Tmperano* 
Chronicles appeared ; and, to " unfold the 
principles of good living in private life," out 
came The Gossips ; and, last of all, some carica- 
tures upon Owenism. Haviug had such evil 
principles to contend against, our readers will see 
that in some parts of our little work, we have not 
paid very much attention to the dialect ; for this 
omission, if it be one, we must begthe indulgence 
of our numerous friends. 

Having now given a very brief history of the 
origin and progress of our publications, we may 
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how proceed to some little explanation of 
characters, customs, words, and sentences. " The 
Cutler's Song," page 40, seems to be a sort of 
caricature on certain characters, who were manu- 
facturers of flatbacks, and were passionately fond 
of plays and dancing : hence originated " penny 
hops." A large room was engaged in some public 
house, and yontbs of both sexes admitted to dance 
for paying perhaps a penny each, or some small 
trifle. This practice has been the ruin of scores of 
the female sex. " Steem, atlivesatHeeley," was 
a manufacturer of flatback knives, and frequently 
brought them by cartloads to the warehouses in 
Sheffield. There is a tale about an old dame at 
Wadsley in the flatback line, who had coaxed the 
apprentices to make seventeen flatbacks to the 
dozen, and still not being satisfied, she thought 
she should like the other knife; so one day, when 
all the lads were in the bouse, the old lady pro- 
posed that if they would make the other odd knife, 
" they should have a spice pudding on the 
Sunday;" but we believe the old negro-driver 
was disappointed. 

We may now say something of the Cutler's 
" Lozin." Early in the morning of the day when 
u cutler is at age, the whole neighbourhood is 
made aware of the fact by a peal of bells, which 
happen to be ingots of steel, suspended, and struck 
with a hammer, to the great annoyance of all 
around. At night a supper is provided, at the 
conclusion of which the young man is placed in a 
chair upon the table, when the whole company 
stand round, and, each taking a glass of liquor 
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in hie hand, they join in singing, or shouting, the 
following sentences, which, as their enunciation 
is accompanied by corresponding actions, must 
be admitted to be very " full of meaning :" — 

This young num'i health id it shall gooa rahnd, 
It dull goo* round, it eha]l gooa rahnd ; 

Thii young man's health mo it shall gooa. rahnd ; 
It ahsll gooa rahnd, hoi ot 

The same repetitions are also need while singing 
the following : — 

Houd yer likker aboon yer chin, Ac. 
Oppen yer mahth, an let likker run in, ftc. 
O'll hond ya ■ enhn it » alt gone dshn, &c. 

The following stanza, which oonclndes the 
ceremony, is sung to another strain, and with 
additional spirit : — 

Hire's 1 health to he that la Dab act tree, 

Which once was s prentice bahnd ; 
It is for his Bake this holiday wt make, 

An sooa let hia health gooa rahnd. 

We are happy to inform our readers that this, 
custom is now but seldom practised. 

The Bull- week — a word about that. The best 
account of the origin of the Bull-week that we 
have heard, is the following : — It is said that the 
master cutlers about Walkley and Stannington, 
many years ago, were accustomed to kill a bull, 
and cut it up for the men to feast upon at 
Christmas, and the men, in order to pay for the 
extra meat, worked much harder the week before 
Christmas than usual ; the beef was commonly 
called then, "bull meit." 
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The subject of this memoir was bora at Broad Lane, 
Sheffield, in the month of August, 1796, and was the son 
of George Bywater, tailor, and local preacher amongst 
the " Independents " of that town. At the age of twenty, 
Abel began to show great debative powers, and loTed to 
revel in metaphysical and physical subjects, and demonstrated 
such problems in relation to the soul and body, which so 
astonished his rather, that he advised him to give np such 
intricate subjects. He, however, had a greater thirst for 
them, and, from that time to his death, nothing delighted 
him more than a conversation on ontology, or the science 
of being and not being, cause and effect, &c. ; and many 
happy hours have been beguiled away between him and 
myself on these and other subjects on religion and things 
relating thereto. 

He had such a hatred of Popery, Ritualism, and Jesuitism, 
that he wrote with groat force a series of letters in The 
Toctin, exposing the trickeries and fallacies of such helieft. 
At the commencement of this publication, the editor 
remarked that one part of The Toam wonld be devoted to 
original papers by the well-known Shef vild Chap, in his 
own peculiar style and dialect. " The uncompromising 
hostility which this native genius has maintained for the 
last twenty years against the abettors of Popery will be a 
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sufficient guarantee for the honesty and heartiness of his 
support of Protestantism ; and the public may be assured 
that the wise wit which has heretofore delighted them will 
not forsake him in this undertaking-." This was in 1840. 
The Freethinkers also came in for a share of Mr. 
Bywater's stinging criticisms ; and a prominent member 
of their number was so mnch baited by him, that he 
was not able to answer the arguments he advanced, 
and was so much stung by them, that it became a 
saying amongst his fellow workmen that they would send 
"Abel" to him, which saying made him rave like a 
madman. In addition to tbe published volume of the 
" Dialect," ha wrote a number of pamphlets, which were 
never issued in a volume, in all of which he attacked same- 
body whom he thought had advanced some erroneous 
statements, or had done something which he disapproved 
of. The great injustice some wives practised upon their 
husbands were eiposed by him in such subjects as "Hah 
Sam Scatteraway cured his woif of novel readin," &c, 
&c. ; and his description of a loosing amongst the grinders 
called forth the approbation of the late Dr. Sotton, vicar of 
Sheffield, as that gentleman ran after him in the street to 
thank him for making the grinders say grace before dinner 
in his pamphlet. There is an impression amongst the 
public that Mr. Bywater was originally a grinder, but this 
impression is not correct, as he was apprenticed to an awl 
blade maker, and through that trade he was constantly 
thrown amongst them ; and this was the reason he knew 
the habits of them so well He has told mo that once, 
during bis apprenticeship he and another apprentice ran 
away ; hut they were like the dove, they could find no rest 
for the soles of their feet, and were obliged to return to 
their master, who gave them a sound thrashing, telling 
them it was not for running away, but for coming back, 
that he thrashed them, which caused a great amount of 
chagrin between the youthful delinquents. When Mr, 
Bywater attained his majority, he entered the employ of 
Mr. Greaves, Broad Street, Park, with whom he stayed a> 
number of years, bis employer having such confidence in. 
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him, that be allowed him to go on journeys seeking orders, 
and collecting moneys for the same. This was at a time 
when railways were not in Togue ; therefore, he had to do 
duty on horseback, and on stage-coaches, as occasion re- 
quired. It was at Mr. Greaves' that he met his wife, in 
the person of Miss Hannah Fletcher — daughter of Hr. 
Jsrvis Fletcher, of this town — who shared his joys and 
griefs for a period extending over fifty-five years, and still 
survives him. Mr. Greaves giving np the line of business 
that he was engaged in, and Hr. Bywater being of great 
studious habits, and, having through those studies acquired 
a knowledge of drags and their uses, he entered that 
profession, and, about 36 years ago, began business as a 
druggist in Arundel Street, where he succeeded, and 
afterwards added another shop to his business, in Ecelesall 
Boad, both of which he carried on until his decease. 

He received great encouragement from Hr. Chaloner, 
who used to print his Annuals, and who could read 
his writings better than anyone else. This was a great 
advantage to him, as it was a great difficulty with the 
printers at first. The two were very intimate, as will be 
seen by the following quotation of a letter from Playhouse 
Yard, London, in which he addresses him as " Dear Jack, — 
It is no good bestowing a long letter on yon; you are getting 
so easy arid comfortable, wrapped up in your own physics 
and metaphysics, drugs, chemicals, and drachms, that I need 
not expect the smallest notice to be bestowed upon the 
young, unfledged Sights of my fancy. Alack! the Shevvild 
Chap eschewing metaphysics. What in the world will the 
world come to P Surely not to the gaol, along with the 
Sheffield ReftrmersP Well, ne'er heed; jog on.— Yours 
ever truly, O. Chaloner," He needed all the encourage- 
ment he could command, as, he being a nervous subject, 
and at one time, being so low in nervous power, that he 
was ordered an entire change of air and scene by his medical 
adviser, which made him prize it all the more. This change 
was adopted very reluctantly by him, bat, however, it 
proved to be one of his greatest blessings. It so happened 
that, at the place where he took up his abode, he had to 
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sit and hear bia own pamphlets read, and the comments 
thereon, time after time, neither the readen or hearers 
having the least suspicion of the author's presence, until he- 
could bear it no longer, and revealed himself. The people. 
were bo much astonished and pleased, that it speedily 
spread in the neighbourhood, and be was made a lion of at 
once. The effects of this was to make him forget himself 
entirely, and the weeks pass away far too quickly for him 
in his changed feelings, and the acquaintances then formed 
made a lasting impression upon the author's mind ; and it 
was a source of pleasure for him to see or hear from any of 
them. It was through the instrumentality of James 
Montgomery, Esq., and Mr. Black well, the respective 
editors of The Sheffield IrU, that he published the Annuals. 
About ths year 1859 he was honoured with a visit from 
" Prince Lucien Buonaparte," who desired him to translate 
the " Songs of Solomon " into ths Sheffield dialect for him 
This he did, and was favoured with a dozen copies from the 
Prince. He, however, when he saw them, regretted having 
reduced them to such a ridiculous appearance. 

His writings would with great difficulty be collected, as 
they ei tend over such a number of years, and many of them 
appeared in The Sheffield Examiner, The Couraat, and The 
Iris. In addition to bis capabilities as a writer, he was an 
accomplished singer, also a good reader of music, and acted 
as leader at several different chapels. He, like his father, 
was a Dissenter, and belonged to the Independent body. 
His brother, however, the Rev. Alfred Bywater, belonged 
to the Methodist New Connexion. 

He was a Liberal in politics, and took a great interest in 
the election of Mr. A. J. Mundella for the borough of 
Sheffield, in 1868, and also in the reforms which the 
Gladstone administration carried oat. In the latter past of 
his life he was obliged to give up writing the Annuals, 
through an internal affliction which prevented him from 
taxing his mind as heretofore, and live in that quietude 
which a long and active life deserves, and was able to look . 
back on a life in which he had endeavoured to leave the 
world better than be found it. . His reason was with him to 
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tbe last, and only two or three days before hie death, he 
and myself were discussing the orthodoxy of a eermon 
which appeared in the papers, on the death of Dr. Sale. 
Hie career closed on the 10th of October, 1873, at the ripe 
age of 78 years, when he expired in the Christian hope. 
He woe interred at the Sheffield General Cemetery on the 
lfith instant, leafing a wife, two eons, and fire daughters to 
mourn the lorn of an affectionate husband and father. 

On the following jeer, his youngest and only unmarried 
daughter joined her beloved father in that home where 
there is no separation, and nu more sorrow. 
. He belonged to no clique; he copied.no one's manner; 
his style of thought and expression, his ohoice and treatment 
of subjects, his metaphors and illustrations, were all self- 
originated, and hit own. 

ALBEET MIDDLETON. 

Sheffield, October, 1877. 
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GLOSSARY. 



Albut, aye but 

Ahoon, a&OTO, ovef, more than 

Adder my, I dare nay 

ji/ir, our 

Aht, out 

j(bo&, too, also 

Anton, hearthstone 

Ass, ashes 

Aunooh, under the fire-grate 

At, of the, at the 

Bahn, bound, going 

Sattin, beating 

Beledda, an exclamation to 
which, no particular mean- 
ing is attached— supposed 
to be a corruption of the 
Eoman Catholic oath, " By 
my Lady " 

Berrin, burying, funeral 

Bio aht, blow out, eating and 
drinking to excess 

Blunt, brail, money 

Brut, bright 

Brtmm, hurst 

JBimkt, beaten 

.Bun, bound, to bind 

Mur, but 

Chimin, ohimbla, chimney 

Cloia, close, nigh 

(bit, coat 

(hilar, when the wheel-band 
ie entangled with any part 
of the machinery, it is called 
a collar 

Colsh, 



Corbo, a thick-hafted knife 
Corker, not to be surpassed 

Gowks, cokes, cinders 

Bahn f ipaht, to fetch articles 
from spawn-shop ; the allu- 
sion is to a kind of wooden 
case erected in the pawn- 
broken' shops, reaching 
from the shop to an upper 
story, by means of which 
clothes or other articles that 
would not be injured by 
such a proceeding are ex- 
peditiously conveyed to the 

Dee, die 

Deed, died 

Deead, dead 

Dobbi, money 

Brum, the broad wheel which 

carries the wheel-band 
Bun, do 
Duata, do you 

Em, eyes 

Ehins, awl blades 

Entra, a narrow passage 

Farrantla, decent, upright, 

honourable 

Flatback, a common knife 
Fork-dust, the dry dust made 

in grinding forks 
Freetea'd, frightened 
Fun, found 

Ge, need, gen, give, gftTa, given 
Ger, getn, gerrin, get, got, 
getting 
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Gcr akt at gale, get oat of the 

way 
Oott, a narrow stream of water 
Grindtecotek, a worn-out 

grinding-stone 
QuD.lt, to drink to excess 



Sa'n, haYing 
Bs% there will 
Befipoip, a temporary handle 
used in grinding razors and 

Seit, eat 

Bettn, eaten 

Bidda, hide, to conceal 

Beg, (sub,.) hole 

Soil (v.a.) to eipel 

Sopena, meg, halfpenny 

Hopple, to chain the wrists 

Bull, room in agrinding wheel 

It, in tbe 

Jannak, as it should he 
Jaram, order. Out of jaram, 
out of order 

Kah, or cah, cow 
Kale, or kalo, in tarn 
Keller, money 

Letherin, see torftn 

Let on, meet with, lighted on 

Liggin, lying, recumbent 
Liever, deliver, take in 



-Wo, nui, »«ja, make 
Maht/i, mouth 
JfafaA, tumult 



Jfarro, synonymous with "i<- 
toWfl ,-' ' may possibly have 
been corrupt*! from "by 

Mon't, must not 
Xumpm, see letherin 
Bun, man, must 
Mut, might 
Muin't, might not 



J ft Ml rf , nay but 

Neet, night 

jVm/i, poor spirited. To dee 
neih, to give up an eater- 
prise dispirited 

AaAJirf, only 

JVoni, annt 

Ifooik, comer 

ifatAw, neither 

Xuncle, uncle 

Ahhot, however 
tfn(o(, on to tbe 
O'st, I should 
Cft, of tbe 
Other, either 






fioAm, in tbe plac 

fieii, reach 

Beit, right 

Jioto on'*, depend npoa it 

Sow, tumult 

Sam, to take up 

Scar'd, frightened 

Scran, an y thin g to eat 

Scrag, offal, remnant 

Seef, sight 

Shank end, latter end 

Shiddle, schedule, to take the 

benefit of the act 
SAos, ska, she 
Shoo'd, she would, she had 
£&»'«, she will 
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SHrriek, a trifling coin 

Sink, it is like 

Soft, fond, silly 

Stidda, anvil 

Strap, credit 

SuDimada, somebody 

SW, to throw down with 

Ta, talc, tale 

To, thah, thou 

rSsi'M, that is the 

IWfl, there will 

IVeo, from 

TVco'f, through the, from the 



embered, 



Wa, wal, well 
JFn, with 

Webbur, webbut, well but 
JJVrf, we would, we had 
BVm, we must 
JfVn, we have 
Witt, we shall 
Whack, share 

rVheeitwarf, the yellow s/urfpe 
formed during grinding on 

JTici, alive 

WoUopin, see m™put 

IFor»'(, were not 

JFoiw ;/a, what do you, what 

Yabbut, yea but 
To'm, yon must 
Yo'n, you hare 



LOCAL TEEMS AND SENTENCES. 
Out yer tlieh—Tiat sentence is in the imperative mood, and 

implies that the person spoken to should retire in haste 

(however it is not confined to Sheffield). 
Thah' i a good edge oh— is used when the thing spoken of is 

not likely to be done or is not true, 
ffm bahn to tet her agate — is a certain sign of employment. 



(fit be loth to eahtoer em, to tour them — is to receive money 
from the master before the work is finished. 

We're bahn a limerin— this sentence is used when the work- 
men are taking goods to a factor' a warehouse. 

<fco the rig — is very often an exhortation to the vilest acts 
of wickedness. 
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Local TbKms and Sentences — (Continued.) ' 
Will tig Aim uppat ihelf— should a workmen of any branch 

refuse to work for his master, lie is "shelf' d." 
Wirligig poliakin — it cheap method of getting Op penknife 

Tom Dackin tealtt — are out out of thin rolled iron, instead 

of being forged. 
Blitapring~-& spring knife with two blades has a sliMpring-. 
Flatbaek — is a common, low-priced knife. 
Herein — is the wooden seat on which the grinder aits to work „ 
Jannak — This term is almost obsolete ; when it is used in 

approbation of any person, it is said " he's jannak ;" hut 

if ths contrary, "he's not jannak." 
Shank end a't meek — Friday. 
7b bum ckarcoil — is to stay in the house on Sunday. 



D final, in all words ending with and, and g in ing, are- 
generally dropped, as Han, stand, thin&in, thinking. 

I, pronoun, changes to a; as o'vt, I have; sometimes to- 
t; i long changes to at, as foist, fine. 

2f is sometimes added to verbs, as heepn, wantn. 

On and ov>, dipthongs, change to ah; as ahr, our; pahnd r 
pound ; gahn, gown ; nah, now. 

The, article, is generally contracted to (, and added hi the 
preceding or succeeding word, as "at end at wheel," "at the 
end of the wheel." When occurring between one word 
ending, and another beginning with t, it is omitted, as 
"attop," "at the top." 

rending monosyllables changes to o and oi, ae mo, mat, 
my ; and at the end of dissyllables to a, as moighta, mighty. 
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CONVERSATION I. 



Gentleman — Having obtained a tolerable 
knowledge of the various dialects of the counties 
of Stafford, Lancaster, and Derby, I determined 
to finish my excursion by taking a tour through 
Yorkshire. Accordingly, I took my farewell of 
the most beautiful scenery that ever my eyes 
beheld. Leaving Matlock in the afternoon of 

the 9th of November, I arrived at the A 

H— — , Sheffield, about nine o'clock in the 
evening. Here I met with a kind friend, who 
promised to send me a man the next morning, 
who could speak the Sheffield dialect well, and 
who would accompany me to the principal 
manufactories in the town. Accordingly, my 
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expected guide found his way to my lodgings 
early in the morning, with whom I spent the 
day, much to my satisfaction. [Unter Ouifo.'] 

Guide — Good morning, sur ; o've heeard at 
hah yo wantn a chap to sho ya throo t' factoriz, 
an sich I oik. 

Gent. — Tes, my man, and if you will be bo 
kind as to conduct me to those places, I will give 
you five shillings. 

Guide — To will P Wa, o'll tak ya onna whear 
■ for that ; it al be t' best day's wade o've dun for 
menny a mnnth ; an yo'st gooa to ahr wheel fnrst. 

Gent. — "With all my heart ; and I hope you 
will enter into as much conversation with your 
colleagues as possible. 

Guide — Tubbe shooar o will ; uobbut yo mon't 
laff at ahr toke. Yo seen yon stepping at end at 
wheel ? "Wa, that's ahr hull ; an yo mun moind 
yer coit-laps dusn't catch t' drum ; yo mun keep 
oloice to me till yo getn uppat hull arston, an then 
yo can sit yo dahn and smook yer poip. 

Gent. — Is this the place, Guide P 

Gums — Hah, that's t'dooar; inweya! f Guide 
ihoutt) — Hey, oud "Wheelswarf ! hah gooas it? 
Dusta hear onna news nah ? 

Jack — Hah, t' Dutch as tain Holland. 

Guise — Moi hoi ! oud lad, thah art sharp : but 
wot dusta think abaht Xing a France, an that 
set? 

Jack — 0, they loikn eggs to weel for me ; 
we'st want anuther generashon a hens, if we 
keepn that squad here long. 

Gums — Wa, whear mun we send him ? 



n,Cooglc 



THE SHEFFIELD DIALECT. 21 

Jack — Whoy, send him to't King a Spain to 
help him to may a perrieot for't Virgin. But 
wot al hecum a PoKgnac, o wunder? 

Guide — "Wot al becum on him ? Whoy, they'll 
throttle him, it's loik : o'd have all rich as him 
hang'd an chopt as small as a horse, an thrown 
dahn t' goit. Thah shud o heeard wot Bro'me 
sed abaht him it square.. It made mo blud run 
cowd e me vanes ; an for all o wer squeezed ta 
deeath, o cud a staid all t' neet to a heeard him. 

Jack — Hah, o kno Bro'me's a rattler; he'll 
mak sum on em stare, when he spaiks it Hahce 
this seshon ; an t' tnther three's dacent chaps, 
man ; they'll do summat for us, thah ma roite 
on't. shudn't wunder if they dooan't thro t' 
gam laws aht, an then ahodda al ger a bit a hare 
on as awn shooitin, withaht gerrin up to't knees 
in a man-trap, or hawin abaht a dozen gret fat 
brusson gamkeepers at as heels o'ther. 

Guide — Thear's non sich lnck, lad ; they'll 
tak care at gam for ther sens. Bur o'd ne'er 
heed that, if they'd squash t' corn bill ; that ad 
be't foinest thing for't pooar fooaks ; we'st want 
non a yer operative clubs ; non, not sooa. 

Jack — Abbut, thah mon't say nowt agean them 
nother. 

Guide — TSa, mnn, o ne'er reitla kno'd hah 
they mannidg'd em ; but o'm thinking at bah it 
al tak mooar honnesta nor's stirring nah-days to 
mak a job on't ; if t' chap turns a rooag at keeps 
Btooar hahce, then yo're in for't; an besoide, 
thah cahnt hoi the stuff nother cheaper nor 
better nor o can ; an when ta's sed all ta can, 
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thah etans a chonce a payin the munnii all t' 
days o the loif, withaht bein a skirrick better 
for't. Tubbe shooar, thah can draw the brass 
aht after sieh a toim ; bar o daht thah '11 not have 
a deeal a intrist for the kelter, when t' stooar- 
hahoe chap's getn his whack. (Beik me a leet, 
Bil, me poip'e aht.) 

Jack — Oh, thah kno'a nowt abaht it, man. 
T' stooar-hahce chap cahnt be a rooag varra 
weel. He's fooast to foind seenrata, an he cahnt 
lay a hopena aht withaht committee kno's all 
abaht it, nor he mon't sell nowt nppa strap 
nother ; besoide, iwera chap it conearn has a 
chonce to look at books, for they're awlis oppen'd 
iwera quarter ; bur o'ni thinkin at hah if they 
loikn ale hofe as weel as thah dus, we shuddent 
tak em in. 

GtriDE — ■Webbut, we'n had enoff a this ; ban 
ya heeard a this new inrenshon wot they'n fan 
ahtlatela? 

Jack— "Wot's it abaht f 

Guide — Wbay, they sen at hah t' barbers ia 
bahn to shave fooaks be steeam. 

Jack — Com, cum, oud chap, thah't trailin us 
nah ; we cahnt swaller that nother ; we'st hare 
that swapt at onna rate. 

Guide — TFa, t' barber tell'd me sooa his sen. 

Bn. Hefifoif — Allads, oud trend, thah's geen 
ua a elencher at last ; but sum at barbers is rich 
loiaxs. O'll ge the a sample a wot a gret loiar 
Little Luke wor (thah kno'd him, he liv'd in 
Gringle gate). He sed at hah he wer wonce 
bahn up t' Oud Park Wood, an a gret bare cum 
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rnniiin rcit streit oppen'd mahth at him ; an be 
Bed, " o dubbled up me abet sleeve, rammed me 
arm reit dahn bis throit, laid bond on hie tail, 
and turn'd him insoid ahterde ; " an if iwer thah 
heeard a bigger loi e the loif, epaik. 

' Jack — Hah, he aaxtanla wor a gret loiar ; 
iwera toime he oppen'd hie mahth, it wer t' 
soign of a loi. [JSnter choild.~] 

Cutld — Dad, me mam sez yo're to cum hooam, 
me nuncle'e oum'd we me nont, an they're hooath 
balm to me grondad'e benin. 

Bit, — Pooar oud crater ! he's had a so oar toime 
on't; he's ne'er been reit ain bis collar booan 
wet brocken won neet as be wer bahn to't play, 
we a etrooak o'er t' shin, at tbrode him intot 
muck, an braik his heead agean a boolder. 
[Shout* to the choild.~\ "Wa, o'st cum enah ; ger 
hooam we thee. ne'er seed t' loik, here's 
awlia summat cummin to backen abodda ; o'st 
have moourning to boi for ahr oud lass and me 
sen, an t' stuff an t' makHng al cobs aboon a bit. 

Guide — Has he left the owtj Bil 1 

BrL — "Wboy, hear'll be a bit, a reckon ; thear's 
a kab an a kofe to divoide amang noine on us. 

Jack — "Whoy, thear'H not be a leg a piece for 
ya, 

[_At this moment the conversation was inter- 
rupted by a person of the name of Bob Beanhead, 
who, I wot informed, came from Wadsley with 
blade* to grind.'] 

Guide — Nab, Bob, hah are tha gerrin on we 
yore colledge ? 
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Bob Beashead — Hoo, bless the loif , it's 
finisht long sin, an we'd e're bo menna speeches, 
an proiui ans anole, when it wer oppen'd. Jooa 
Slitspring geed us a lecter nppat necessata a 
hawin a railway to "Wadsley for't better con- 
veyance a blackberries an fiatbacks to ShewQd 
market, an he proved it it spoit a ther teeth, 
becos he sed at hah we'd awlis been fooast to 
send t' knoives to Shewild nppen a jackass, an 
wit lads makkin em trot, they shackn t' rewits 
aht befooar they getn em to't warehas. But if 
we'd a railway, he sed they'd cam sooa easy at 
hah we shudn't need to re wit em at all. Bar, 
oawer, thear wer won chap at sed summat at o 
endn't tak in ; he wanted to mak as believe at 
hah t' world turn'd rahnd ; bnt not sooa. If V 
world turn'd rahnd, wudn't all t' watter run aht 
a ahr well ? hah, sloik it wnd ; an besoide, we 
ahud all tumble off, shudn't we? An, then, 
he eed at hah thear worn't a man it mooin, 
when iwera chap e Wadsley's seen his face 
menny a toime. Bur, at last, he tell'd us at 
sun worn't a foiar, an o thowt he cum up we 
nowt hardla then ; it's loik he thowt Wadsley 
chape wer all soft; becos we'n letten us poips 
at son menny a toime, an if it worn't foiar, hah 
cud we ? 

Jack — wish we mut have a railroad to 
"Wadsley, becos we shud ger us stooans for less 
braee then. 

Guide — Thah sees nab, wot t' march a in- 
tellect's dun for us, we inventin t' railways : 
nobbut look backards, when they yused to gooa 
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to London uppat pack-horses ; wa, then they went 
it waggin at taid em seven days, an after that, it 
fore days' floi. But when t' cooaeh began agooin 
e twenta hahwers, it wor thowt a metrical ; but 
if we'd teld us fath'rs at we wer bahu to Lunnnn 
afooar nooin, they'd sartanla a thowt we wer 

Jack — An sooa they wud, mun ; but wot dusta 
think t' march a intellect's dooin for t' charrata 
lade ; it's thowt be sum fooaks at hah they're 
bahn to larn em to floi, for they're beeldin 
sununat at top at schooil for em to start off on. 

Guide — Na, na, oud ehap, it al not doo, mun; 
o can tell the all abaht it. Thah kno's at hah t' 
charrata lads awlis play'd it eh etch -yard, an at 
last they fon it aht at hah t' deead fooaks cudn't 
be quoit for em, sooa they sent em intot 8t. 
James's street ; bur they kickt up too much noise 
thear, sooa thah see's they wor determined ta ta|i 
t* young rascals haht a iwera bodda's gate, an 
nah they're bahn to may em a play grahnd at top 
at schooil, 

Appbenttce — Mester, we wantn sum sewit, t* 
rattens has hetten all't hofe pahnd at wer left 
uppat horsin t' last neet. 

Masteb (shouts) — O'll sewit yo ya scamp, o'll 
larn yo to leeave t' sewit uppat horsin, o will. 
Ser off hooam, an ax ahr oad lass for sum brass, 
an if yer not back in a minnit, o'll ge yo sum kick 
for not takkin t' cowks up e yer kale this mo'nin. 

[At this moment one of our company rose up, 
mounted the drum box, and made the following- 
tpeech.~\ v 
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Bill Heftpoip — Hester Gentlemen; o rala 
cudn't oud nooa longer, yo'u been praisin t' march 
o intellect. Tie, an we'll ted a varra i oine swatch. 
at march o intellect, it passin o't beer bill. Gen- 
tlemen, thear niwer wor a softer thowt cum aht 
o't crazy brains o frilly Luke. An they sen at hah 
it's to morraloize t' countra ; bur o'd ax em, wud 
onna bodda run hia heead into a foiar as he 
muttent be burnt ? or wud onna chap run heead 
long intet riwer, as he muttent be drahned? 
Bur it's just as loikla at they'd nother be burnt 
nor drahnded we dooin as o've sed, as it's loikla 
for't beer bill to morraloize t' countra. Niwer 
nooa guwerment it world tura'd aht aich infatu- 
ated madness as ahrs az dun, wit passin a this 
bill. It's t' warst act at iwer cum throo between 
t' walls o Sent Stiwin's. Gentlemen, if iwer t' 
morrals ot a naahon wor blasted boi legialativ 
innactments, t' morrala o England's blasted nah. 
Nobbut look wot it al do for us ; it al ge iwera 
voile vaggabond a chonce to oppen hia hahce for 

tipplin : w in, cardin, feitin, an iwera koind 

• villana at's awlis at heels o drunkenness al be a 
thahBand toimes mooar common nor iwer it wor 
knone afooar nah. T ' countra seems to be turned 
into one common pot hahce, for yo cahnt put yer 
heead into nooa village bur yo'll foind a Jerry 
shop — {heah, AajA) — an, then, t' wark's neglekted, 
ehilder's clam'd, t' woife's cursin t' day at iwer 
shoo kno'd therfath'er: grooacer stans in for't ; 
pop shop gets his clooaz, an he's fooast to born 
charcoil at Sunday ; he's spent brass at he shad 
a paid t 1 rent we — in- cums t' baleys, trails him 
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off tut gaol, an his woif an his hofe-clam'd-to- 
dceath childer gooaz tot. warkas : an this is yer 
march o intellect. Gentlemen, we'st niwer 
nother ger a sup o gud ale, nor a bit o gud bahm, 

Guide — Allado ! Bil, thaht a ratler oavrer ! 
rhah's geen it em reit this toime. O'll bet owt 
he'al he sum jobs for't doctors. Beledds ! o'st 
not be supproized if there's a plague it tahu 
afooar long, for they'll ge it sum flzzio. Hah, 
heah's the dbnah, Bil. {Boy enters. J 

Bor — A fath'er, we'n all been scar'd aht on uz 
wits. 

Bil — Whoy, wot's been up? 

Boy — Wot's been up ! Whoy, we'n all been 
np an darn anole, for just when ahr Nanse wor 
bahn to ta t' broth of at foiar, a great bahncin 
ratten jumpt aht at asanook : dahn went broth 
nppat arston, an aht tould sheep heeaduppat flooar. 
Suke thro'd t' dish claht at t' ratten, an catqh'd 
me muther o'er t' een. Bal wur gerrin aht at gate 
an shoo tumbled o'er t' sheep heead amaug t' 
broth. Tom struck at t' ratten wit beesom, an't 
heead floid intoo a panshon full a watter, an nokt 
eoide naht. Sooa, yo seen, we'n hed a noist mess ; 
for wot wit broth, an wot wit watter, we were 
•ommast up tot knees. Bur t' warst o all, Dick 
Grceda'e dog run away wit sheep heead, an sooa 
me muther's sent yo sum troip. 

Bn. — Wa, yo'n hed sum fun, oawer. 

Jooi Caocus {"cornea wt »mokingJ — Nah, oud 
lad, than sees they'n getten t' act for't Hew 
Watter Cumpanna. 

Ja.cs. — Hah, that's anuther sample ot march or 
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intellect, we'm be fooaat to ha t' watter at their 
proice, and mo'nt use aboon sich a quautata 
nother. An o'm teld at hah they'll send a chap 
it haases onna toime, to Bee if we wast'n watter, 
an if we dun, they'll o'ther foin us, or else send 
us tut oil. But if onnabodda tumbles intot dams 
and gera drahned, they'll be transported for dis- 
turbin t' watter. 

Jooi Ceocus — hah, they'll transpooart deead 
fooaks, will they; abber, we'll bmstdams afooar 
we'll stan it. We mo'nt ha na watter officers 
cummin into ahr hahses when they'n a moind, 
nother. Ahr oud lass sez ahoo'll swat a buckitfnl 
a watter uppat 'furst chap at cams e ahr hahoe 
Uppa that harrand — an shoo will anole in a jiffa. 
Theyr'e as greedy a gerrin brass as oud Cobbett. 

Jack — Oud Cobbett! That's just unbethowt 
ma ; oud Cob's seld his sen for six mouths 
for two hundred sovrias, to be shown up in a 
caravan all o'er t' countra. sartanla think 
he'd sell his sen to the d — 1 for so^rins. O 
reckon we'st ba em shahtiu t' next Shewild fair, 
"Walk in, ladies and gentlemen, to see this great 
political animal, he's t' wunder at world, he's 
t' mooast vorashas appetoit fer kelter ov onna 
beast e all t' collection. Feed him we this an he'll 
gooa onna rooad, an doo onna thing. He's not 
loik tuther animals, he niwer rooars when he's 
fed; bur when he's olam'd, he mays a ten 
toimes bigger noise nor all t' loians it tahwer. 
Only one abulia, ladies and gentlemen; yo'll 
remember, he's t' foinest animal at koind at 
iyver wer pupt, an if yo miss this chonce, it's 
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raooar Bor tea to won if iwer yo'n another." — 
Thie ill be toight, iiil, weant it? 

Bil — Hah, lad, it will anole. 

Gfnt. — Is that person grinding a sword, Guide? 

Guide — Asooard! nou, notsooa; he'sgroindin 
a razor for Mester Kodgers' sho room. 

Gent. — A razor ! yon astonish me. 

Gutte^— He is, oawer; it's ommast two foot 
long an three inch an a hofe hrooad, an sewen 
pahnd weight ; yo niwer seed sieh a razor e yore 
loif, o kno. 

Gest. — No, never. Messrs. Bodgers are cutters 
to their Majesties, are they not? 

Guide — Hah, they're t' King's cutlers, an that 
chap groinds for em : yo mun ha sum o their 
razors, em yo'll shave yer sen loik winkin j yo'U 
nobbut need to clap em on to yer chin, an yer 
beard's off afooar yo kno'n owt abaht it. 

Guide — say, Mester, o think we'st ha no 
toime to gooa tut faetoriz to-neet ; yo seen, it's 
ommast dark nah ? 

Gent. — O no, by no means, we cannot go any 
where else to-night ; but if I have another 
opportunity, I shall be glad to avail myself of 
your assistance in the si 
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CONVERSATION LI. 

Guide — Mestet, yo're just man at o -wanted to 
see. O'm bahn to Jooa Slitspring's lozin, to-neet, 
an if yo'll gooa o kno yo'll be made welcome; an 
yo'll ger plenta o ale ta yer back, an some beef 
an puddin to yer bella ; an besoide, we'st ha a 

Gbht. — Thank you, Guide, I shall be glad, 
indeed, of such an opportunity, not so much for 
the beef and pudding you talk of, as the enjoy- 
ment of the conversation, &c., and if you will 
act in the capacity of Guide once more, half a 
sovereign shall recompense your kindness. 

Guh>b — Wa, yo're jannak, oawer ; yo're t' best 
chap at iwer o let on e mo loif . cud loik tubbe 
yo're servant iwera day. 

Geht. — Guide, do you know most of the persons 
that are invited to supper ? 

Gttob — Hah, aloike o doo. Thea'll he mesen 
an yo, an Jack Wheels warf, an oud Samma 
Squarejoint, and Luke Threesquare, and Bil 
Heftpoip, and Jena Flatback, and Jooa Slitopring, 
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an Ms fath'er and nmtlier — ! on heal be Jooa 
Slitepring's mester, an be chonce summada at o 
doo'nt kno. say, Mester, if yo'n a moind, we'll 
just pop into Groves's saw factra ; it's just hesh, 
and yo'st look at their cirkiller saws. 

Geht. — I should very much like that, for I 
have often heard apeak of the superior temper of 
their saws. 

Guide — Wa, then, cum up heah, an yo'st see 
sum proime ans. Nobbut luk ya, theah's a saw 
foive or six foot rahnd. That saw al cut a foreteen 
foot deal in a minnit. Bless yer sowl, man, it ad 
saw a world e two if it were wood. Nah then, 
yo'st look at sum little toina ans. See yah, heeah's 
won heeah abaht a inch-an-a-hofe across. Nah, 
yo seen, thease is to saw oivry an booan, an horn, 
an pearl, and sich loik, and varra useful tooils 
they are, anole ; bur oayver, we mun gooa or else 
we'st be ta late for"t suppa. 

Geht. — What time is the supper to be on the 
table? 

Gums — Abaht six o'clock. 

Gent. — Then we mast hasten. Have we far 
togoP 

Gums— Nou, it's nobbut just on yond street an 
dahn another, an then we gooan a bit farther, an 
turns to as left, streit throo a entra, an up a yard, 
an then we're at it; if yo mayn. haste, we'st be 
there in a minnit. (Knock* at the door, and Mr*. 
Slittpring opens it. J 

Guide — say, Hanna, oVe browt me frcnd 
wimma : o reckon it' a all reit. 

lore. SLirsraiNfi — Cum in, cum in, thah'd na 
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kashon to ax that soft question ; if thah'd browt 
hofe a scooar freada, it ad a been all reit. Preya, 
do cum in, Sur, yo're as welcome at hooam. 
[Sert the husband apologists for his wife's blunder. ,] 
' ' Yo man ta na nooatice a abx Hanna, shoo awlia 
Hpaikfl as shoo thinks: shoo ment at hah yo'd be 
as welcome heah as if yo wor at yer awn hahce." 

Geht. — Thank yon, Sir, I believe I am welcome, 
for I really think that the Sheffield people are the 
most free and liberal people of any in Yorkshire. 

Guise. — Wa, o've heeard that sed afooar, and. 
o believe it's reit anole. 

Om> Samma BOTAREJonrr — say, Jerra, heab's 
different toimes for prentis lads nah, thrubbe wot 
they wor when thee an me wor prentis, isn't ther, 
oudlad? 

Jebra Flaxback — Hah, they'n better toimea 
on't nah, booath e heitin and clooasj we'n had 
menni a mess a nettle porridge an brawls on a 
Snnda mo'nin, for ns brekfast; an it wor nobbut 
a sup a hot watter tem uppa sum wotcake, we a 
bit a fat in, at made hear a star, an thear a star: 
an as for clooaa, us coit cloth wor awlis as cooarse 
as if it ad been wovren throo a noin barr'd gate; 
an us britches made a letter, button' A rahnd us 
hips, an raich'd dahn tot cap on ns knees : an for 
all meit wor so cheeap, we varra seldom tasted off 
a Sundiz — yo mut a bowt it at tuppence-hopensi 
apahnd, an if yo'd twentapahnd at wonpe, they'd 
a geen ya a sheep heead in. Samma, dusta 
remember hah menni names wb had for sahwer 
wotcake P 

Odd Samma Sotaeeioimt — Itno'nt lad ; bur 
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o think we'd foive or six. Let's see : Slammak 
wer won, an Flat-dick wcr anuther ; an't tuther 
tot — a dear, mo memra fails ma — Flannel an 
Jonta ; an-an-an-an — bless me, wot a thing it is 
tubbe oud, mo memra gers war for ware, bur o 
kno hcah's anather; o'st think on enah. 0, it 
wer Tooa Clate. A, Jerra, heah's mcimi a 
thahsand dogs nah days, at's better dun too nor 
we wor then; an them wer t' golden days a 
Hallamshoir, they sen. An they happen wor, 
for't mesters. Hofe at prentis lads e them days 
wor lether'd whoile ther skin wor skoi blue, an 
clam'd whoile ther booans wer bare, an work'd 
whoile they wor as knock-kneed as oud Nobble- 
tistocks. Thah nirver sees nooa knock-kneed 
cutlers nah; nou, notsooa; thoy'n better mesters 
nah, an they'n better sooat a wark anole. They 
dooant mezher em we a stick, as oud Natta Hall 
did. But for all that, we'd none a yer wirligig 
polishin ; nor Tom Dockin scales, wit bousten 
cumin off ; nor yer sham stag, nor sham rewite, 
an sich loik. T" noives wor better made then, 
Jem. 

Skkba Flatba.ce — Hah, they wor better made; 
they made t' noives for yuse then, but they mayu 
em to sell nah. 

[Jfr*. SUUpring enteri and addresses her»tlfto 
the company] — reckon yo begin to tbinlc yo're 
ta ba ua supper to-neet ; it's varra toirsom ; we'n 
been a nahwer an a hofe e troin to cut yond goose 
up, an we're no fooreddayit (but for mo part, o 
aartanla beleeve at hah shoe's a gamier). Sooa yo 
seen Dame Flatback ger ond a won leg, an o ger 
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ond on anuther, t hin In n yo no'ne, we'd pull em. 
off — for we cuddent cut em — an t' oud dame's 
hand slipt off, an shoo tumbled backards, an nockt 
haster uppat beef, an t' beef intot assnook, an we 
sprottlin abaht to ger up, slapt her hand into a 
posnitful o melted butter, an o'er that went. 
Wa, then, ahr Jooa get tachet tot goose, an t' 
furst strooake e struck, grara flew all o'er t' 
winda, an fcunyans floid chock e mo math — (bur 
o thowt we ahud happen be short, sooa o popt em 
in agean) — bur oawer, Jooa cuddent ger a passidge 
wit tachet, sooa they'n tain it tot cirkiller saw, 
to cur it up theah ; nobbut o daht it al be cowd, 
sooa yo'd as weel begin at beef furst. 

Gent. — Who says beef, gentlemen ? 

Jack — Nobbada sed nowt, Sur. 

Gent. — Will you take a small bit of beef ? 

Guide— Hon, o'st not ha a bit. 

Gent. — Perhaps you dont like beef ? 

Guide — Hot bant o me Beet, Sur, o dooant 
loikit. 

Gent. — Come, then, let me help you to a little. 

Guide — Na, o dooant loik a little. 

Gent. — Shall I help you to a small bit of 
pudding ? 

Guide — Won, o'st not ha a bit. 

Gent. — Why, I am sure it is uncommonly nice. 

Guide — Abber, o mo'nt ha a bit a puddin 
nother. 

Gent. — I am sorry I cannot help you to a 
little beef. 

Guide — To can, if yo'n a moind, cut me a 
piece, man, abaht a pahnd ; o want none o yer 
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faehor. able bite ; o should be bitting all t' neet. 
£eik ma a rooit a sallara, Jerra, witta ? 

J auk — Thrust that point dahn heah, o'm 
emmas tehooakt. Mester, will ya cut oud Sanuna 
a piece a beef, an ler it be tinsoid, and varra 
tender : toud chap has na teeth, soo if he cahnt 
mump it, lie ma suck it. 

Gent. — With the greatest pleasure : any other 
gentleman like a piece ? 

Bil Heftpoip — Can yo cut me a booan, Sur? 
O loik a booan ; o've heeard em say — 



If tettoz is masht, o'll ha a sup o grava amang 
em. say, Oo'id, thah mut a left abodda a bit 
o sallara ; when thah heits eallara, thah't just 
loik a horse heitin karrats. 

Geki. — "Will any gentleman take a piece of 
padding? 

Jooa Slitspeinu — O'st ha sum when o've 
betten this — but near heed, lig it a won soid o 
me plate, an ge me sum branda so'ce. 

Jack — Jooa, this branda so'ce is as sahwer as 
Taigas. 

Mistress SiJTBPEiNa {smells at the sauce) — 
Hah, lad, an sooa it is ; oud Dame Square] oint's 
putten allegar in it rahm a branda ; yo can near 
ger nobbada to do uowt loik yet sen. 

[The next half hour teas occupied in away, to at 
to preclude all conversation, except now and then a 
word in praise of the beef, $■<!.] 
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Jesra Flatbaci (make* an o&tervatiottj — It's 
menni a munth sin o ate hofe as much beef as 
o've don to-neet. 

Gent. — "Will any gentleman take a piece more ? 

Jooa Slitspklkq — O'st not ; o rala beleeve at 
heitin ta's aboddiz appetoit away. 

Jack Wekelswasp — Nou, lad, a mo'nt ha na 
mooar to-neet. 

Lttke Theeesotabe. — O'st not; o think, Sur, if 
a bodda were to live a this rooad all along, they'd 
soon ha t' gaht. 

Geht. — How do you live in a general way? 

Jehea — Whoy, at shank end at t' week we 
liwen mooastly uppa Yarmouth beef and resur- 
reckshon poy. 

Geht. — Yarmouth beef and resurrection pie ! 
I dont know what you mean. 

Jesba — Nou, yo're better off. Yarmouth beef 
meeans red herrins, and a resurreckshon poy's 
made a hooans an tetoz, and scrag ends a oud 
meit ; if ya seed won oppen'd, yer chaps ad watter 
who Lie ya rooar'd ; yo mnt venter to ge a nhilliit 
for iwera drop a grava wot sparkled. 

Gent. — lira. Slitspring, every gentleman seems 
to have made an excellent supper, the table is 
now at your pleasure. {All were rUing, when) 

Out Mb.. Slitspbih o (t x damti) — Stop, pigs ! 
if ya began loik brutes yo'st end loik Christians 
for wonce (m he returned thanks, and the table mat 
cleared J. 

Jack — say, Jerra, hasta seen onna o this new 
coin, at's cum'd aht latela, at two for three- 
hopence? 
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Jekka — Nou, not thee Bother ; o think at hah 
they'd ne'er mak threefardin pieces, oawer. 
Jack — Yabber, o have, thah'd as weel say o'm 

Jbeba — Pretha, wot king's rein are they in? 

Jack — Whoy, George t' Fourth : an as pratta 
a coin as iwer o clapt me een on. 

Bil — It's a bit oddish at nobbadait cumpana's 
ne'er seen none bar thee, Jacka ; and, besoide, it' s 
notvarra loikla at they'd ma threehopena pieces, 
an two for threehopence ; wot doz thah think, 
Jooaf 

Jooa SiJTSPEiNa — O'll believe it when o see it, 
bur not till ; dun yo think it loikla, fath'er. 

Old Me. Slttsfribg — dooant kno, lad ; 
theyn happens made em a purpos to boi red 
herrins we, becos, thah kno's heah's a menna at 
threefardins a piece, an if thah ta's a penna for 
won thah'll ger a fardin's worth a pins aht, or 
else a oud hopena : heah's no knoin, lad, it 
happen, is sooa. 

Guide — reckon thah't hawin us a bit, 
Swarfa ; thah hatcht that uppa yore hull arston, 
didn't ta? Can thah say at thah's seen a King 
George coin at two for threehopence, wethaht 
laffin? 

Jack — Hah, o can, nah. An as yo'n sed o'm 
tellin o loi, o'll just sho ya two. (They all 
immediately rise up, and Jack throws down a 
penny and a halfpenny upon the taile.J Nah, 
isn't them two for threehopence, eh f (Loud 
burtU of laughter. J 

Jsbra — Hun:, Jack, sup for that; thah'll ne'er 
be bet. b 

o,Goog]e 
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Sahya Sotabbjoint — Wot, is ther onna news 
stirrin, Jerra? 

Jebha — Hah, sorra news anole ; dusn't ta see 
hah t' stacks is blazin up an dahn t' conntra ? 
If tha gooan on a this way, we's ha no tomma. 

Bamma SauABwonrr— -Wa, wot's tubbe dun to 
mend it; abodda ad thins: we cahnt be na war. 

Jerba — We'st ne'er be reit whoil t' corn laws 
is throne abt ; then thah kno's we end track for 
corn, an he'd be plenta a wark for us all. 

Samma Squarejolnt — Wa, then, wot's tubbe 
dun wit fanners, becos if we trucken for forrin 
corn, they wudn't need to mak sum ; and if they 
didn't ma sum, they'd be aht a wark, an ad be 
fooast ta gooa tot warkas. 

Jerba — 0, t' landlords shud sattle t' rents. 

Samma — Wa, bur if t' rents is sattled, an corn's 
settled, bah's taxes tubbe paid? 

Jebka — 0, ahr king owt to sheddle, an then 
we shud ha nooa taxes to pay : o'm shooar he mut 
sheddle weel enufF, an he mut live wool anole 
whoile he wor it jail. 

Bel — Isn't it euuff to mak a chap hate his 
conntra, to think at iwera pooar fella's fooast to 
pay his munna to keep a stannin anna marching 
up an dahn t' conntra e toime o peace ; an nobbat 
look hah much ahr foine ministers herts up iwera 
year e ther sallaries; an let's have universal 
suffridge anole: hofe at countra's clanunin to 
deeatb nah. 

Jack — O'm not exactla a thah opinion, Bil ; 
thah takes abaht V ministers heiting sallara ; nah 
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o think at t' ministers has a reit to heit wot they'n 
a moind, as weel as onna bodda else ; an as to 
universal suffria, thah't quoit aht, because if 
thah'll nobbut look rahnd the, thab'll see 
universal surrriji enuif, withaht gerrin a act for't. 

Jerka. — Webbut, oawer, o'm not much free- 
ten'd abaht stacks being afoiar, bear's ten toimes 
mooar sed uor's true abaht em. 

Guide — can tell thee won thing, an that'a 
not two, it than gooas intot countra villidges, an 
oppens the mahth, an wer bahn to say masheen, 
thah'd be tain up for awing in a minnit. liear's 
menmi a dozen villidges e Yorkaher whear they're 
watchin iwera neet for swing, an thear's been 
menna a thahsand constables sworn in t' last four 
or foive week. Bur o can tell thee, Jerra, wot 
we want e this tahn ; we wantn plenta wark, an 
plenta a brass for't when it's dun ; an then we 
cad have spoke cake an ale (not Tom an Jerra) 
an a good fat pig at Crissmas, as it yused to be, an 
then we'd sing Rule Britanya till we strein'd us 
wrist. , 

Sahma — daht we mun ne'er see them toimes 
ageean. 

Jebea— Have a good heart, mun ; thah kno's 
we'n a Polittiole Union e Shewild nah ; it al ge 
things a glorious twist afooar long, moind if it 
-duen't: it'kno's all abaht pollaticks throo won 
end tot tuther. 

Am Old Maw from Bradmeijj (quite alarmed) 
—A, wot sooart an a thing is it, Jerra ? Has 
it been seen afooar ? 

Jacs — Not ofEens; ifs not long sin it wer 
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discover* tl; bar it's a varry grate animal, it's 
menni a hundred hois, an menni a hundred ears, 
an menni a hundred mahths, an menni a hundred 
teeth, an it can swell it bodda te ommast anna 
eoize ; it niwer sleeps, it hois is awlis oppcn ta 
see all they dun, an it ears is awlis oppen to hear 
all they sen; an if it sees things dusn't gooa reit, 
it oppens menni a hnndred mahths, an gees em 
warnin ; bar if they t&in na nooatiee wot it says, 
it Bwells it bodda te rich a soue, sets his brissels 
up skoi hoi, nocks his teeth together, stamps his 
menni a hundred feet nppat grahnd, shooits 
flashes a foiar aht an his een, wokes slo, bur 
atedda, an freetens all his enemies into — roight- 



Old Man [trembling) — A, o hooap it al ne'er 
come to Bradfield. 

Luxe Thkekscluakb — Gentlemen, o move at 
Jerra Platback gees us a song. 

Jooa SiJTBPRiiro — O'U seekond that mooashun; 
come, Jerra, lad. 

Jekba — Wa, o'll doo, me best, an t' king can 
doo no mooar. 



A butitful o flu-bicla o'm ah 

To gtr rcit inlot f allw, whsi 

Thro fllt-bucln, htoo? 
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We'll drink .access unto it— hey 1 Jont, lad, teem aht f ale. 

Jooa Seitspeihg — Sup, Jerra ; heah's nobbada 
can sing that song loik tltee yit. 

Luke Tkreebqtjare {takes up a glass of alt) — 
Heah's the health, Jooa, an winning thah ma 
awlis ger plenta o wark St Corbo'a. 

Guide — Jerra, what sooat an a bull week 
had ta? 

Jkska — Whoy, mun, o did pratta weel while 
Crissmas E'em it mo'nin, an then o'd varra bad 
lnck. Thah kno's o thowt o'd ger np at won 
o'clock, an gooa to me wark. Sooa ahr oud lass 
wakken'd ma, an o thowt it wor late, sooa o 
jumpt aht a bed in a hurra, an set off tot shop 
as hard as iwer o cud gooa; and as me oud 
tjronfath.tr yuued to say, misEortinB is niwer. to 
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seek ; o hadn't gone far befpoar o ran reit on to 
a bag a soot at sum sweeps had just rear'd up. 
At first o thowt it wor a watchman asleep, sooa 
o thowt o'd ge him a grip, an o squeezed him as 
hard as ivver o cud ; bur when we booath went 
dahn, he trust, an marcy on me, o'st ne'er forget 
it, o wor up tot elbers e soot, an me mahth an 
een wor chok full. Wa, thowt o, mo bull week's 
spoil' d at onna rate ; o shall be loik to sahwer 
sum. Oavrer, we a bit o trubble o scrambled tot 
shop, and as sooin as ivver o lifted trap dooar up 
an aho'd me soota face, they cut e all direkshons; 
sum went aht at winda, an told em to wd lad wor 
it shop; won tumbled o'er t' stooil head furst 
intot asanook ; anuthcr ahahted, ' dooant tak me, 
mester, an o'll niwer blend Jerra's springs no 
mooar.' Bur at last o perswaded em at hah it 
wor me, an rare an pleased they wor. 

G uidb — Sooa, t' yung rascald begun a confessin 
bis sins, when he thowt he wor bahn tubbe tain, 
did he? 

Luke Tiikkssotarr — Thah mays me think at 
Heela Jointer. He wor cummin tot shop abaht 
hofe-past won, a Crissmas E'em it mo'nin, we a 
point a milk in a pitcher, for his brekfaat, e won 
ban, an sum looaf it tuthor ; and as he wor 
turnin t' corner, BUmmat nockt pitcher aht on his- 
hand. '"Wot's that for,' says he, an up we hU 
fist ; when all in a minnit, a jackass set np aich 
a rote, at made iwera hair on his heead stan 
streit, an away he ran, reit across t' street, np tot 
knees in a looad o muck, an thear he stuck, an 
whoil t' jaokass roted, he ahahted ; bur oawor, 
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¥c a bit a sprottlin, he ger aht. But thah moinds 
lie wor scented aboon a bit. 

Jack — O reckon yo beeard hah Bob Beanhead 
diddelt squinting lawyer, tlast week, at wlaton 
seahons. 

Jebra — Na, o ne'er beeard nowt abaht it : hah 
wor it? 

Jack — Whoy, thah kno's, he wor called in for 
a witness, an t' oud squintin lawyer thowt he'd 
run his rigs on him, becos he cum throo Wadsley; 
bur Bob sho'd bim hah it wor dun. T' lawyer 
thowt a o'erfaciu him we axin him questions. 
[It must be observed that the lawyer's name wot 
Jfr. J. Catch.'] 

Lawyer — Well, my man, what do you know 
about this affair. 

Cutler — Hah, o kiio a bit abaht it. 

Lawtbb — Come, then, tell us what you know. 

Cutler — <Wa, shoo call'd him a varra fahl 

Lawyer (Mimics) — 0, shoe call'd him a fahl 
name, did shoo?' (Tarns kit head to look at the 
cutler.) How long is it since you was at 
Wakefield? 

Cutler — cahnt tell exactla, bur o kno yo 
an me wor there together. 

Lawyer — Weill well; but what did you hear 
the woman say ? 

Cutler — Wa, o'll ashooar ya, ahr Sal an me'a 
been marrid this twenta year, an shoo nirver 
call'd me hole sich a fahl name yit. 

Lawter — Well, I have nothing to do with 
your Sal ; but come now, tell us what a ' fahl 
name ' is. 
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Cutler — Wa, thear's a menna fahl names it 
world, but tear's sum fahler nort tuther ; bar o 
th in V t' f ablest name e all t' world is ' Jack 
Catch.' — (Loud laughter.) 

Lawi.ee (colouring J — "Well, but what did you 
hear the woman say ? 

Cutler — Wa, o'd tell ya, bur o'm afeard yo'd 
bemad. 

Lawyer (out of patience) — You clown, why 
don't you Bpcak out what you heard ? 

Cutler — "Wa, will ya bo mad ? It wer a fahl 
iiame yo're sartin. (Lawyer appeals to the Judge. J 

Judge — Well, my good man, you must tell the 
learned gentleman what you heard the woman 

Cutler (bows to the Judge) — Yes, sur, o'll tell 
him; nohbut o'm afeard he'll bo mad. (Looks 
the Lawyw in the face.) Will ya be mad, sur ? 

Lawyer (in a rage) — Speak out, novice ! 

Cutler — Then yo weeant be mad, will ya ? 
Yo're shure yo weeant be mad? Wa, shoo 
call'd him a. squintin fooil. ( Uproarious laughter 
throughout the court.) 

Samma. Sqcarkjoiht — Hoar's luck, lad ; wishin 
thah ma nivyer work at flat-backs. 

Jebba — Ahr oud lass has been readin it e sum 
paper, at hah tb oar's been a varra shock in 
accident tain place it East Indies. 

Guide — An wot is it, Jerra ? 

Jrrra — Whoy, shoo sez at hah t' North pawl's 
brokken, an at hah they're bahn to send all t' 
oud pensioners to mend it. It's suppooas'd at 
hah Captin Parry's ship, wot went aht uppa 
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discoveries, run ageean it won neet it dark ; but 
they sen it wot crackt, an that's reason it's been 
men weather abaht nab.. 

Jack — Pretha, Jerra, hah can t' North powl he 
it East Indies ? Tore oud lass can see dabble, 
ealmt shoo ? Dustah kno what sooat on a thing 
t' North powl is, Jerra ? 

Jebba — Hah, sloik o doo. It's t' gudgcn end 
o't world axeltree, wot sticks aht. 

(At this moment there tea* a general move. The 
company broke up, and my guide conducted me to 
my lodgings.) 
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CONVERSATION III. 

Jacz — (Enter) and find* them fitting round the 
firf) — Wots, t' wheel lame, or is ther nobbut a 
collar f 

Bil — Na, lad, t ' mane band's brokken, an t' trad 
cobbler cabnt be foil. They sen he's a freeman 
o Lincoln, an's gone to ge bis vooat, to help to 
ipft fr a nashonal band, as t' system may 'work 
better. Wot' 8 that thah's getten under the arm, 
Jooa? 

Jooa — TTnoy, it's t' Mnror; o've browt it to 
let thee look at a queer soign at's in it. It's t' 
rnmmist at iwer o seed : it wot coppid throo a 
booard o'er t' door a John Grove, a Whoite 
Waltham, Berks. O'll read it thee, mun e ? 

.Bil — Hah, tabbe shooar, let's have it. 

Jooa (reading)— 

John Grove, grocer, and dealer in coffee end tea, 

Selli tbe finest Congo's, and the belt bohes ; 

A denier in coppice, a meanurer of lend; 

Sell* the finest of inuns, end the Guest white send ; 
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Vat ry clerk, petty constable, cells scissors and knives 
Best Virginia and buckles — collects the small tithes ; 
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Nab, oud lad, it's a topper, iaeent it? 

Jack — "Wa, it sartanla in a comical soign, but 
if Utah's a moind, o'll bet the an odd gill, at o'll 
mak won e ten minnits as mm as that is, an it 
shall be decoided bit cumpana. 

Jooa— "Well, o'll stan it. {Jack Whedtwarf 
rttiret.) 

Johot Er.Bm — Well, Jooa, o think that'll win, 
for o ne'er seed sitch a soign e me life — it's bo 
full a contrara things ; nobbut think at difference 
between snuff and whoit sand, woollen draper 
and ragman, dealer e cheese and small beer. If 
Jack beats this, o'st think he's jannok, oawer, 

Bula Fokkdubt — kno Jack's a rum stick, 
bur o think he'll be buck'd this toime : o neer 
seed sitch opposites in a soign nowhere, an o've 
been e mooaet parts at countra at won toime or 
another. He's nobbut two minnits too — hear he 
sums, o'm shnre. Thah't just e toime, oud lad. 

Jack — "Well, hear it is — 

"Johny Queer, lives hear, hoi's oud rags an 
tell new uns, taichee music be steeam, linen 
diaper an dealer e horse shoos, muck marchant 
an pariah dark, pig killer and bellman, and dealer 
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e muffins an muk-forks, honey an soot, red herrins 
an rasins, spades and peppermint, blackin and 
bacon, fiddle strings an flahwer, troips an trip 
sticks, barm an sand, pander an cabbage, beesoms 
an flannel neet caps, teeth pahder an fish hooks, 
pickled cabbage an dnbben, parrasols an pistils, 
boars' greease an hob nails, pinder an man mid- 
wife, an dealer e all sooarts a hardware bnt 
trade." — (Mart wo* a regular laugh, and it tea* 
agreed that Jack had icon the wager.) 

Jim Fliwt — wer bahn to ax ift treform bill 
pass'd, wooa we mut send tnroo Shewild. 

Billa — it's full soon to spekilate uppa that 
yit. Jooa, read us that letter tot Horticultural 
■ Society. 

Jooa Csocus [reads the letter) — " My wif had 
a torn cat that dyd, being a torture shell and a 
grate f avourit ; we had him berrid in the guardian, 
and for the sake of enrichment of the mould, I 
had the ' carkis deposited under the roots of a 
gooseberry bush ; the frute being up till then of 
a smooth kind, but the next season's was all 
hairy ; and more remarkable, the catpillars of the 
game hush was all of the same hairy description." 
Jomn Elsdj — That's a corker, oud lad. — 
Billa, tell us ababt t'oud bare. 

Billa Fobkbuot — To seen, this singilar thing 
tsid place when we wor abrooad, and o shall 
rawer forget it whoile o've a day to live : we'd 
been follering t' ennama into a wood omroast all 
t' day, an we'd gotten so far in at we cudn't foind 
t' rooad aht agean, an we wandered an wandered 
backard and forrad, and sum went won rooad, an 



■.-.ivCoogle 



won went another, till it began to be darkish ; 
sooa o begun o thinkm -where o mut lig all t' neet, 
tabbe alit at gate at woild orators, an at last o 
seed an oad hollo tree, we a track reit up soid 
oii't ; sooa we a bit a trubble o ger up tot top, an 
nun hah me feet slipt throo under me, an o fell 
dahn t' insoid, reit tot bottom ; bur o moi stars, 
when o get tot bottom, an fan mesen in a hare's 
nest, we three yung tins in, o rala thowt o cudn't 
live another roinnit, for't boil wor bo woid, o 
cudn't ger up agean. BTeah's nobbada can gees 
wot mo feel ins wor then, for o expected nowt 
else bur o shnd mak a good supper for't oud bare, 
when shoo cum ; an t' thowte a havin me blud 
sukt, an me booans crasbt between t' jawa ov a 
fflonstrous bare, freezed me varra bind an par- 
alois'd iwera limb. Bur o bethowt mesen at oud 
bare ad cum dahn wit rump furst, an o thowt if o 
cud but scare her a sum hah, sboo'd happen run 
up agean, an whoil o wor thinkin, dahn shoo cums, 
an o laid fast oud on her tail we booath me hands, 
an o squeez'd as hard as iwer o cud ; an as soon 
as t' oud lass felt summada ad oud on her tale, up 
shoo went, an rarely o laft, for it wor sich a con- 
veyance as o'd ueer travel' d by befooar; bur, 
oawer, when we got tot top, o geed her a extra 
shove, an shoo tumbled tot bottom, an brake her 
neck, an o wor not a bit pleased, yo're shooar. 
BuTf oawer, o left me lodging wethaht payin 
owt ; an as luck ad have it o got tot regiment 
same neet — worn't it queer ? 

Bo — Hello ! bear's Jem cummin. Wot, has 
tn been e bed whoil nab ? 
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Jbm Qotlbacx — Hah, o wer up late, tlast neet, 
an o'd loiken'd to getten shot anole. 

Jobjit — Thahhad. Whoy, hah did ta mannidge 
that? Did summada troy to rob the ? 

Jem — Nbu, it ad put em aht to rob me ; o ahud 
loik to catch em robbin me when o have nowt. 
went to see t' lass, thah sees, an t' oud lawyer 
heeard us tokin under t' winder ; sooa he ger aht 
a bed, an we heeard him cummin tut winder. 
Away t' lass ran intot brewass, an o squeezed 
mesen eloiee under t' winder, as t' oud chap cudn't 
see me, an held t' mop just o'er me heead. 
"Whooa's thear," he grumbled, hofe asleep an 
hofe wakken, " if ya dooan't spaik, o'U foir; o'll 
blow yer heead off, if ya dooan't spaik. Whooa's 
thear ?— wonce. "Whooa's thear ? — twoice ; o 
niwer miss me aim ; yo'd better spaik — (o just 
tum'd t' mop rahnd, an t' oud chap made his sen 
ehure he seed me.) Whooa's thear? — three 
toims;" an then he let floi, an as sooin as he shot, 
o let t' mop fall. Intot chamber he runs to woif. 
"A, mo lass, o've shot a man, o've shot a man; 
prethe leet a candle, an gooan look ; o seed him 
fall." Away gooas t' oud dame intot fowd, to 
look for't deead roan, an t' lawyer tot winder. 
"Dusta see owt, luv?" "Nowt but t' mop 
blone e pieces," sez shoo. " Curse the fello," sez 
he, "o'll turn Sal away directla," an haht he 
bundled her, neck an heels ; sooa thai sees o wer 
fooast to bring her to ahr hahce, at it made it 
late afooar o get to bed. Tint t' oud chap ad 
anuther gooa t' same neet. He hadn't been e bed 
long afoar he wer wakken'd we hearin t' dooar 
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creak, just as if it wcr barm to bruat oppen. Aht 
a bed he jumpa, lays ond on a rusta dagger, dahn 
stairs be gooas varra softla, " O'll sarve em. aht 
this toime," sez he to his sen, when t' dooar geed 
anuther crack — he gooas acrosa t' ftooar on his 
tippy tooas, puts his oud dagger tot latch boil, 
geed it a rcglar thrust, — but moi boies, t' dooar 
floid oppen loik leetuin, an sent t' oud lad we hie 
heead intot aaauook, an tbear be laid, bellorin 
aht, " tak me muwry an spare me loif." An 
laffable to tell, t' theif proved to be nobhada bur 
bis awn oud mare, at had been rabbin her hinder 
parts ageean t' dooar, an when shoo felt dagger 
prick her, shoo up we her heels, an sent booatb 
dooar and her mester to a respectable distance. 

Jack — say, Jooa, these knoives a Kodgers' is 
proime ana, arnt they? 

Jooa — Sab, heah's none to beat em ; they're 
t 1 best pntten together of onna it tahn o beleeve. 
say, Jack, can thab begin an tell me iwera 
thing at's dun at a pen-knoife, throo t' furst tot 
last. 

Jack — Now, o cahnt, nor thee nother, o'm 
ahooar. 

Jooa — Cum, o'at stan an odd glass o Grassland's 
threepenny at o doo ; an thab kno's it's t' beat 
stuff in tahn. 

Jack — Webber, whooa's tubbit judge? 

Jooa — Wnoy, see the, heah's Jooa Slitapring 
just cummin in, he man; thah't ahooar he'll 
foind me aht if o don't tell thee reit. 

Jack — Cum then, start the, man. 

Jooa — Wa, then, o'st begin wit blade makker 
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1 et. He moods t' blade. 

2nd. Then he tangs it. 

3rd. Then he smithies it. 

4th. Then he hardens an tempers it, an he's 
dun we't. "Wa, then, heah's t' spring makker— 

1st. He moods it. 

2nd. Then he draws tuther end aht an turns 
it, an's just as menna he'ats for't scale ; wa, 
then, t' blade gooas tot wheel tnbbe grun, an 
sich loik. 

1st. Nan, than kno's we awlis groind tang 
furst, for't mark to be strucken, bur iwera bodda 
dusn't. 

2nd. Then groind t' blade. 

3rd. If it's a rahnd ended knoife, tang's a 
glazed an polliaht. 

4th. Then they're choil'd, if they're not fether 
edged una. 

5th. Then they're grun uppa t' droi stooan. 

6th. Swages is glazed, an t' backs, if they're 
tubbe polliaht. 

7th. "Wa, then, they're lapt. 

8th. An tlimi pollisht, an he's dun wc't. Then 
heah's t' cutler's work al bit warst, bur o think 
o can mannidge — 

1st. He sets scales tot plate. 

2nd. Bores t' scales. 

3rd. Foiles an fits em. 

4th. Nocks em aht an marks springs. 

5th. Bahnds springs, an hardens and tempers 
em. 

6th. Then he rasps an sets his cuverin. 

7th. Then he matches an pins em on. 

8th. Tak's em dahn an dresses t' edges. 
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9th. Nocks em aht an scrapes t 1 edges at iron 
scales. 

10th. Puts springs intot hefts. 

11th. Squares t' blades an dresses em. 

12th. Nails em in joints an sets em. 

13th. If they're stag, they want hcftin. 

14th. Foiles t' bowsters. 

15th. Buff buffs f hefts. 

16th. Euff glazes t' bowsters. 

17th. Then woips sand off. 

18th. Foine buff's em we oil an rottenston. 

19th. Foine glazes t' bowsters. 

20th. Then glosses em off, an they're finiaht ; 
ain't they, Jooa ? 

Jooa — Nou, lad, not sooa, thah's mist two 
things. Thah'll loize, if ta dusn't moind. 

Jooa Crocus — Wa, o can think a nowt else. 
Wot have e mist, eh ? 

Jooa — Dusn thah kno at after t' springs is 
harden' d an temper* d, they're glazed an burnisht ; 
an at after he matches an pins em on, he nips em 
an bores t' thick horn hoils, an puts points in. 

Jooa Cbocos — "Wa, man, o didn't owt to loize 
for that bit; bur, oawer, let's just reckon hah 
menna toimes won part or another on em gooas 
throo us hands. 

Jooa — "Wa, then, we'll begin wit blade makker 

Blade Makker 4 toimes 

Scale an Spring Makker . . 4 toimes 

Oroinder .-. 8 toimes 

Cutler or Setter in 22 toimes 

Total 38 

o,Googk 
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Besoides a menus mooar little jobs, Bitch as wcttin 
an woipin, &c. 

Jack Ekmeba — Bil, hasta been tot Crovs wheel 
Iatela? 

Bil — Nbu, o think o've ne'er been sin they 
throde tweelswarf uppa oud Em-r-n. Wot made 
thee ax ? 

Jack — Becos o'd a chap at ahr hahce, tuther 
neet, at sed they'd begun a drawin teeth be 
Bteeam — hasta heeard nowt ? 

Bil — Not a whisper. Dusta kno hah they dnn? 

Jack — "Whoy, f chap tees a piece of band rahnd 
his tooth, an then fassens tuther end tot wheel- 
hand, thro's t' band on tot drum, and away it 
gooas ; an if t' string ouds fast tot tooth, o'ther 
bis beead or bis tooth gooas we't. 

Billa — reckon thah't shooar we'st believe 
thee? 

Jack — Wa, yo can pleeae yer sens ; but chap 
at teld me, seed him do it. say, Jerra, dusta 
kno hah long it is sin ther wer a conjunkshon e 
this part? 

Jeera — Not o, marra, o kno'd nowt abaht him; 
ther wer wonce a chap at they call'd Ben Jen- 
kisaon, at lived at Mahce Hoil Fooage, but that's 
twenta year sin. 

Jack — It's no use tokin to Jerra; Bil, dux 
thahkno? 

Bn. — Hah, o doo, an rarela o laft when o seed 
it, o'll ashooar the. 

Jack — Whoy, cahnt see wot ther is to laff at 
e looking at a conjunkshon. Hah long is it sin, 
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Bil — "Wa, ae'er moind, thah'd a laft anole, if 
ta'd onna laffin in the. 

Jack — Whear wor ta wlien ta seed it ? 

Bil — Whoy, o wer gooin up Chetch lane. 

Jack — Wot o'olock wor it ? 

Bil — Abaht hofe -past elewen it fornoon. 

Jack — Wa, thah art nobbada barilla, to toko 
abaht seein a conjunkshon be day leet ; prethe, 
dooan't tell nobbada that tale no mooar. 

Bn, — Webber, o did, an o can foind the hofe a 
doien mooar at wer starin at it at same toime. 

Jack — An, pretbe, wot plannits wor they ? 

Bn. — Mars an Venus. 

Jack — Hah long is it sin P 

Bil — Abaht a iortnit ; it wer that same day as 
we kill'd ahr pig. 

Jack — Thah't a monstrous gret loiar, Bil ; bur 
it's no use sayin no mooar abaht it. 

Bn. — Thah't short a faith, Jack, but, oawer, 
o'll tell thee hah it wor, an then thah'll be 
satisfoid at it's possable to see a conjunkshon he 
day leet. Wa, thah sees, hear wer won at barrack 
officers rnnnin as hard as be cud, on't Bruised 
Orchard street, an at same toime a foine young 
lady wer runnin up t' Chetch lane, an they booath 
met at corner together we Bitch a colsh, at he 
carried her hofe on t' street befooar be cud stop 
his sen ; an if that wom't a conjunkshon, o ne'er 
seed won. 

Jack — O'll ge in to thee, Bil ; thah't rayther 
too menna for me this toime. 

Jack Bmm — Wot, is ther onna news nah? 

Bil — Whoy, bear's l)eil'» Loif hear, bar i> 
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think" hear'a nowt but dog feitin, an man feitin, 
an bettin, an ' challengin ; bur o suppooas V 
Courant sez at hah Nicholas wants to doo just as 
he loits we us an France. 

Jack — O'll tell thee wot, Bills, o ne'er loik to 
read BelVt Loif, o dooan't loik it; it's t' biggiet 
blackguard paper at cume aht a Lunnon. O 
meean to say at Rich papers as that does mooax 
towards demorraloizin prontds lads e England, 
nor all t' athistiele gabble at iwer wer publisht : 
he's t' advocate a that mooast inhuman system, 
at gooas bit foine smooth name a self-defence, 
alias, man-mangling. A chap's lookt on as 
nobbada e their hoi, withaht he's qualified to 
nock his nahor's een up wheniwer he {ansae his 
aen offended. A man battle, a dog battle, or a 
cock, battle cahnt tak place nowhear, but they're 
publisht e their durta collums, an surkillated all 
o'er England, to harden an blunt feelins at roisin 
generashon. Men wer made social beins, an o 
suppooaz, accooardin to Bell's nooation a this 
verta, it consist e braikin won anuther's ribs an 
jaws, crackin tlier skulls, an nockin tber een 
up, &c. ; vorra foine indeed, Meater Bell's Loif! 
But he duan't stop here : bein sunk tot lowest 
pitch o depravata, he's ne'er better pleeased nor 
when he's feastin his holes uppa t' mangled limbs 
on his awn dog wot's been torn to pieces, o'ther 
to gratifoi hie fiendish passions, or to win for him 
a beggerla troifie a munna : an these is t' lessins 
a morallata at Bell's Loift taichin throo t' countra. 

Bn, — Well dun, Jack, thah'a oppen'd on him 
at last, an if yer all in a moind, we'll tak it in 
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Jooa — Wa, thah man mak a mooashun on't, an 
then have it put ; for o'm no frend to boxin nor 
dog-feitiri nother. 

Bil — Gentlemen, o wish to more at we dooan't 
tak lielPs Loif'tn onna mooar. 

Jooa — O seckond that mooashun. 

Jack — Gentlemen, it's been moved be Bil 
Heftpoip, an seconded be Jooa Slitspring, at we 
discontinna takm BeWt Ijaif in ; them gentlemen 
*ot thinks at BtWs Loift not a fit paper to cum 
whear thear'a prentie lads, on accahnt of its 
demorraloizin tendency, al signifoi t' same be 
houdia up t'reit hand,— contrary opinion — non, 
Hon, non. Tnnanimona. 

Jooa — say, Sam, hah long is it sin thah war 
lockt up all t' neet e York Minster ? 

Sam Spenuaxl — 0, it must be sev'nteen year 
rfn. 

Sat Finrr — Wot, wor thah iwer loekt up e 
York Minster all t' neet ? Didn't ta see na ghosts 
an sitch loik — hah did it happen, Sam ? 

Sam — Whay, thah sees, it wor when we wor 
quarter' d there, an sooa won Sunday neet o went 
tot fore o'clock prayers, an gers intot organ 
gallara, an fell fast asleep, an they all went away 
an lockt me in, an o niwer wakkened whoil 
abaht twelve at neet, when o fun ntesen ommast 
stiffen' d we cowd (for it wor Crissmas) ; wot to 
dteo o endn't tell, for it wor so dark at o cudn't 
a seen a ghost if they'd been onna. Oawer, o 
wokt abaht an clapt me hands to me eoides, till 
at last o hecard Jerra oummiu to ring t' six o'clock 
bell, an o kno'd he'd be fooaat to cum throo t' 
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organ gallara ; sooa up t' steps he curoa, an un- 
locks t' dooar, an just when he wor cummin in, o 
says to him, "a-Jerra, o'm glad thah't cum" — 
bat my stars ! he onasht lantern uppa t' flooar, 
an ommast flew dahn t' steps ; aht at Minster he 
run. " Wbt'st' matter, Jerra, wot'st 1 matter?" 
sect a man at seed him ninnin so fast. "The 

d 1's it Minster," says Jerra. Sooa o vent 

to Jerra's hahce, to penwade him at it wot me ; 
but not sooa, ther wor nooa gcrriu Jerra intot 
Minster that mo'nin. 

Jooa — See the, Jack, whooa's this foine man 
at's cummin ? 

Jack — knon't, lad ; bur he's not cummin to 

Jooa — Tabber, he is ; he's just tora'd comer. 
(Entsr a Gentleman. J 

Geht. — Well, Jack, I have just been looking 
at your Observations upon the eloquent speech 
delivered by Mr. Falfreyman, in Paradise square. 

Jack — To ban ! an wot dun yo think abaht 
em, eh? 

Gent. — "Why, I think if you had only clothed 
your ideas in better language, they would have 
made a deeper impression on the public mind. 

Jack — Hah, bur o ha'nt had t' larnin as yo 
ban ; bur, mun, o kno wot's wot— au for all o'm 
a groinder o'm not so soft as e look. 

Gent. — Well, well, Jack, I don't think you 
are a fool ; yet it is my opinion that some parte 
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of your letter borders rather too much upon the 
marvellous. 

Jack — Hah, an wot part's that, eh ? 

Gert. — I refer to those parts relative to that 
new fangled system called Phrenology. 

Jack — Oh, oh; then yo're not a frenollogist, 
osee. 

Gent. — No, no ; I detest such infidel systems 
— they lead to nothing but downright athoism. 

Jack — Howl, houd, sur; dooan'tbeinapashon; 
let abodda spoilt. wonce wor as munh ageean 
it as yo wor, but o axed a chap a question abaht 
it, an he sed at hah o mut look for me sen ; an 
sooa o did, an o fun it all re it. 

Gent. — What ! do yon mean to affirm that the 
doctrines of phrenology are founded upon reason ? 

Jack — Hah, o doo ; an o'll lig yo tuppence o 
can ma it aht. 

Gknt. — Well, Jack, as I cannot stay long with 
you, I'll propose a question, which I think will 
puzzle the best of you. 

Jack — Cum, then, aht we it. 

Gent. — We will suppose a man has the organ 
of theft, and is in practice a thief, hut on account 
of a sudden conversion to Christianity h.e becomes 
an honest man. In this case, a phrenologist 
would be. deceived; because whenever he finds 
this organ developed on the cranium he concludes 
at once the man is a thief, or his science is 
fallacious. 

Jack — see yore objekshons tot doctrin is 
fahnded uppa yer ignorance. 

Gent. — What do you mean by that ? Do you 
mean to insult me ? 
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Jack — Wa, but, o meean aa I say, becos there's 
nother t' organ a theft nor murder e frenollogy. 

Gent.— Why, it io the current opinion that 
there is an organ of theft, and that the subject 
cannot be otherwise than a thief. 

Jack — 0, it's t' current oppinion, is it? An 
sooa yo're a gentleman a larnin, an yo thinkn at 
bah t' doctrin a frenollogy's belt nppa t' rottan 
fahndashon a public oppinion, eh ? To'ie a 
rattler, oawer. To men look for yer sen, as o did. 

Gent. — Well, Jack, you are very bold ; but 
you will not deny that in this science there is the 
" organ of music, and that every one possessing it 
must, of course, be a musician. 

Jack — Wot ! dun yo meean at hah he ma sing 
withabt a voice, an fiddle withaht larnin ? It 
dusn't taich sooa ; bur it taiches at if a chap's 
getten t' organ o music an t' organ a perseverance, 
he may, we applikashon, mak a musishon. 

Geht. — Well, Jack, I see no wonderful utility 
in that discovery. 

Jack — To dooan't! Wa, o think yo ha'nt 
getten t' organ o disarnment then. Kah , suppooas 
at yo wor a frenolleger, an yo'd a child — a lad 
we'll say — an yo discover t' organ of diBtruktiv- 
ness, an t' organ of akquissitivness uppa his skull, 
yo mut trane him up e habits which is opposit to 
them two things, an he'll stan a better chonce a 
beein booath honest an koind nor all t' larnin at 
caddemies ad mak him. 

Geht. — Well, Jack, yon astonish me. I begin 
to think there is more reason in this science than 
I was aware of. But I heard that Dr. Spurzheim 
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said that Christianity should be scouted out of the 
world; and bo I thought his system bordered 
upon atheism. 

Jack — Wa, if he did say sooa, o think he'd 
getten t' organ a madness ; for o'll renter, we 
frenollogy a me soid, to tak onna athisticle wark 
at wer iwer scrolled, an, we won single strooak, 
dash it to h&ttoms. 

OrKirr. — "Well, Jack, if you do that, I think you 
will convert me. 

Jack — Wa, o'm sextan o can. 

Gent. — Well, Jack, be as concise as possible, 
for I am almost suffocated with dust. 

Jack — Hah, it's not loik bein e yore parlor ; 
bur o'll sooin doo it. Nah, you knone at hah 
t' atbisses sen at t' organization at brane is enuff 
to produce . thowt ; but frenollogers sez at hah t' 
brane is nobbut t' organ at moind maks itsen 
knone we ; an sooa yo ma see at a strooak at hah 
frenollogy gees t' deeath blow to athism. 

Gent. — Well, I must be honest, I cannot 
answer to these things. But I cannot stay, the 
dust is so oppressive. Farewell, Jack ; and I 
shall be glad to see you at my house. 

Jack — Farewell, sur. 

Jooa Crocus — Oud chap, he cuius up we nowt 
uardla ; but thah's gen him a corker, oawer. 

Jack — Hah, an. o cud o gen him mooar if he'd 
ttopt. Than sees, we all his lamin he knode 
nowt abaht it. 

Jooa Cbocus — Is he cummin to ahr wheel 
ageean, Jack ? 

Jack — Sou, o'm to gooa to their hahce. 
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Jooa Csocus — Thah art? Moi hoi, oud lad, 
thah'11 be reit enufE tliear — they'll a rare tap. 

Jack — think e me heart, Jooa, thah's gettcn 
t' organ a guzzlin ; for thah't awlis ravin after 
swill. Pretha, oud the noise, an ger on ire the 
work. But whooa's this wot's cummin? 

Bil — Whoy, it's Figaro.* 

Jack — Good mo'nin, Mester Fig ; hah dun ya 
doo? 

Figabo — Quite well, Jack ; I have just been 
delighted with a sight of one of the most beautiful 
horses that my eyes ever beheld. 

Jack — Yo ban? wish o had Mar. Adder 
say it's t' same as o seed yesterday, an o whist it 
wer moine. 

Fioaxo — It is very wrong to covet other 
people's property. 

Jack — kno it's wrang; but hah can abodda 
help it? Wot's t' cause a sitch a sin, think ya? 

Figabo — Cause ! why, the sensation of sight to 
be sure ; for it is plain enough, if you had not 
seen it, you would not have coveted it. 

Jack — Good stars, man ! this is a new doctrin. 
Can t' sensation a scot be t' cause of a covetous 
principle ? Nah, suppooas o'd nobbut seen it we 
won hoi, shud o be as guilta as if o'd seen it we 
two? 

Fiqabo — Most certainly not ; and if you had 
shut the other eye, you would not have bean 
guilty at all. 
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Jack — Then o see clear ennff, at if o mun avoid 
moral evil, o mun be blufted. But suppooas o 
wer to steyl this horse, an be tain up an troid, an 
fan guilta, wud they put me holes aht for bein 
t' cause on me stcylin it ? 

Fioabo — No, blockhead ! They 'would hang 
thee by the neck, until thou wcrt dead, dead, 
dead! 

Jack — "Wa, that's not fair to hang me neck for 
wot me hoies did. Bat houd a bit, Fig ; o think 
thah't a bit muddled. begin to think at hah 
me hoies had varra little to do we't, no mooar 
nor bein t' medium throo which me moind per- 
ceives, an after sitch perception, me depraved 
principle covets ; an when this is put into action 
a ohap begins a thievin. Sooa it's clear enuff at 
this evil didn't cum aht a me hoies, becoB it 
didn't exist whoil covetousness created it. Thah 
reeasoning, Mester Fig, 's just as silly as a chap 
wot ad aay at his hoies wert cause a leet, becos 
if he hadn't oppen'd em, he'd ne'er a seen it. 

Bil — Figaro al ge thee sum blactin. 

Jack — Whoy, tubbe shooar he will, becos he 
deeals in nowt else. 

Bn. — say, Jack, o heeard say at thah's had 
t' impidence to send Carloile a challenge, when 
lie wor e Shewild tather week ; is it true ? 

Jack — Hah, that shall be true. 

Bel — "Wot, then, wudn't he cum up ? 

Jack — O've niwer heeard a word, o oahnt tell 
wot's reason. 

Bil— Wot wort' subject P 
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Jack — Whoy, here's a copy on it — 

" Me. CabltLe, — See, — I understand that yon 
have challenged any man to discuss any religions 
subject. Now if you will write upon a subject 
which I will propose, I hereby challenge you to 
produce a more rational account of the origin of 
man than that given in our scriptures, and I will 
either refute it, or publicly confess my inability; 
for I consider that if the scripture doctrine of the 
origin of man can be overturned, the Christian 
scheme must fall. — Yours, &o. A. B." 

Bil — An so he darn't meddle, eh? fancy 
it's rather a puzzling subject for em ; for theyn 
a vast menna oppinions ahaht t' orrigin a man ; 
won chap says at hah we came be chonce, an 
another saysat hah weniwer came at all. Rah, 
that chap must he wrang, becos we're shooar 
we're here. Then anuthor chap says, at furat 
woman at iwer wor seen wor fun in a forest, but 
hah shoo got there, he cudn't tell. An o think 
it's varra weel Carloile didn't leet on her, becos 
if shoo'd happened to he ill-tempered he'd ne'er 
a married her. Get em uppa this subject an yo'll 
soon foind a soft place e ther nappers. 

Jooa — We'n been teld be won a these woise 
men, at hah nater produced animals, an at hah e 
toime shoo'll mak sum mooar. 

Jeeba — Wa, that's true enuff, becos thah kno's 
nater maks maggots nah, an eich loik. 

Jooa — O shud think we'st have a fresh plate 
it nest creation. 

Jeeba — Hah, we'st happen have a set a black 
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teeth, anuther mahth snmwhear, an ears wot al 
reych dahn too us shoo heels, an then they'll doo 
to lap na sens in estoead a sheets. 

Jooa — As for black teeth, o shudn't think much 
abaht that, beoos there's a good menny nah wot's 
rayther soota; but for hawin anuther mahth, 
that* s aht a all reeason, becos we'n summat to 
doo to fill this we han ; an as for long ears at ta 
tokes on, o shud ne'er loik to run t ' risk a bein 
lugg'd, for't sake a carry in me awn sheets 
wimma. 

Jkbba — Bui' o think this a softisli speckilation, 
Jooa. 

Jooa — Just as soft as Carioile's tale ababt men, 
women, and cbilder livin it sea; sum we won 
leg, an sum we a tail, &c. 

Jekka — Whoy, is Carloile t' author a' sitch 
stuff as that? 

Jooa — Whooa t' author is, o dooan't kno ; bur 
o kno at Dicka publish t it, an suppooased it true. 

Jerk* — There's a chap at ahr shop at says he 
hasn't a soul. 

Jooa — Hah does he kno '1 

Jeb.ra — Wboy, becos he says he's ne'er seen 
it, nor felt it, nor heeard it, nor tasted it, nor 
smelt it. 

Jooa — Wa, it ad be rayther odd if he'd smelt 
it; but did he ne'er feel his sen think, an will, 
an judge, an mch loik? (An infidel overhear* 
them, step* m, an answers.) 

Infidel — "Well, then, according to your own 
account, there are four out of the five senses 
against yon. 



: : Couyfc 



66 THB SHEFFIELD DIALECT. 

Jxeh4 — Webbnt, dun yo beleeve it existence a 
pain, when yer tooth aires ? 

Infedel — Most certainly. 

Jbera — Did yo ivver see a pain, aux, or heear 
one, or smell one, or taste one ? 

Infidel — No. 

Jkhka — "Wa, then, there's fore aht at fern 
ageean yo — dun ya beleeve it ? 

Iotldel — I am compelled to believe it. 
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CONVERSATION IV. 



TO T' PUBLIC. 

Airs readers are already aware at a gang a. 
persons — radical reformers, alias free-thinkers — . 
ahr determinate ly and brutally bent uppat 
destruction of all loyal, religious, and moral 
feeling; partikkelorly it lower classes o this 
populous tahn. Nab, it's ahr intention to upset 
Hub mob : that's ahr object— an we'll attain it, 
even tho' it cost tie life and fortin. It's pratty 
weel kiione at the Great Mogul o this faction has 
lately paid a. visit to this tahn, and has been 
sowing the seeds of corruption in the moinds of 
the inhabitants. It shall be' ahr place to root em 
up. This wo will dol This we can do! An 
when we'n gotten houd on em, we'll scatter em 
to the fury of the whirlwind, that they may be 
hurl'd into eternal oblivion. Wemo'nt, nay, we 
cahnt, bear to see t' roisin generation corrupted.; 
nother can we allow this unilateral gang to go 
unpunished. We shall, therefore, it pages a this 
book, houd up the dogmas of these craturs e ther 
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true colours ; an we'll furnish iwcra prentis lad 
we arguments which will enable him to mock, 
even to madness, any infidel who may be soft 
emiffi to enter the list with him ; for we hesitate 
not to say, at we can tak the principles of infidels 
from Gibbon and Some, down to that dirty 
crator, Carloile, an we won single strooak we ahr 
intellectual musher, shiwer em to atoms. One 
word more, an we'n dun. Ahr readers will see 
at once at hah we'n improved a good deal in ns 
spellin, sin we last appeared it litterary world. 
Indeed, there's no helpin it, for there's so many 
ways an means to obtain knowledge nan-days, at 
we should be considered the most stupid block- 
heads in existence, if we didn't mend anols. 
Oawer, we hope at if irver we'n occasion to com 
before t' public again, we'rt be able to show em 
an anbeatable specimen both of grammar an logic 
It litterary lower world, we are already supremo, 
and we may safely leave the middle and higher 
classes to the care of Mr. Smith. 
Tours respectfully, 

JACK WHEELSWASF. 



Jack 'W&eblsw&kf — Well, fiil, has ta seen 
Gemini's reply to ahr Chronicle f * 

Bil Heftpoip — O've seen a thing wot's nick- 
named a reply. 

* Gtmini, it writer in Figaro, tbe publication before referred to. 
Our readcrt should hear in mind that these converantiona were firat 
pnbliehed under tbe title of Th: Whteltaar/ Chronicle. 
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Jack — Well, wot thinks ta abaht it ? 

Iin. — "Whoy, he begins his nominy we a cahtin 
tort an a tale abaht labourin under disadvantages 
on their side of the question ; that they dare not 
say all they can for fear of pains and penalties. 

Jack — Wot a larom. They'n sed all they 
knew, long sin. But than kno's, Bil, this poor 
thing, Gemini, is a creature of necessity ; there- 
fore, he had no choice but to say what he has sed, 
soft as it is. An thah'll ne'er blame him for 
doing what be cudn't help doing. 

Brx — Oh, oh ! Necessity caused him to tall 
loie-a, did it ? Now, to tell a wilful falsehood, is 
a moral evil ; therefore, necessity, in this case, is 
the cause of moral evil, and not sensation. But, 
oawer, if he's nobbut done what he cudn't help, 
it's nother his misfortune nor his fault. When 
he says at gentlemen on their side the question 
labour under disadvantages, he says a necessary 
falsehood, which falsehood we shall necessarily 
prove to be unnecessary. For instance, Carlile 
comes to Sheffield, takes the Theatre, challenges 
■ religious public to discuss religious subjects, 
without the least interruption from the powers 
that be ; nay, they have imprudently, and from 
interested motives, arrogated to themselves the 
right to insult a Christian community, not only 
by their abominably filthy language, bnt by 
exposing in their windows the most horrid 
pictures of things which are considered the most 
sacred ; an then, this thing cries out, " It is 
needless to expatiate on the courage of one man 
(a Christian, too), who throws down the gauntlet 
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to another whom he knows to be fettered," Ac. 
Pray, who threw the gauntlet first ? Did not 
Carlile ? You first gave a challenge ; and when 
you are foiled, as we foiled you in our last 
Chronicle, you begin to pull a long pitiful fiddle 
face : " 0, we darn't say all we can, for fear of 
pains and penalties ; " when the fact is, the very 
biggest, and best, and wisest of all yer gang 
cahnt advance a single argument fit for a dog to 

Jack — But hark the, Bil, he's just being 
charging Christians with gross perversion of the 
obvious meaning of a sentence ; and when we sed 
we would upset that mob, meaning their prin- 
ciples, viz., by shewing their absurdity; what 
sort of trickery does this honest infidel resort to ? 
Listen : " Now, here is a specimen of baaeneas 
and illiberality. Here is a sample of the mild 
and tolerant spirit of a Christian. He tells yon 
that if he cannot accomplish his purpose by fair 
means, he will by foul ; that when his reasoning 
fails to attain his ends, he will call in the aid of 
fraud and force." Now the above is the con- 
struction of a creature of necessity — a gentleman 
infidel — a Latin scholar ! Well, well ; he'd no 
choice but to say so ; it's all a case of necessity. 

Bil — .wish o had houd a that rascal, 
Necessity j o'd give, him rich a drabbin wi mo 
intellectual musher as should mak him necessarily 
remember it as long as iwer necessity necessitated 
him to tell lies. Religion's in a tottering state, 
he says ; but what state is infidelity in, whilst 
Carlile dare not accept the challenge of a poor 
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mechanic of Sheffield, and has since refused to 
answtr another in Manchester, and one at Barnsley 1 

Jack — Well, then, here's another necessary 
falsehood palmed on us. He says that we are 
the month-piece of a certain party. But are we? 
So, we are not now, and never were : we stand 
single-handed, always hare done, and always will 
do. We have seen the time when we have kicked 
five or six of these necessary creatures before us 
with ease, and we rejoice that we are now 
intellectually stronger than ever. We remember 
that Voltaire sed he would upset Christianity. Bat 
has he ? No ! If, then, the giant infidels of the 
French Revolution, who massacreed two or three 
millions of human beings, could not, how shall 
the pigmy scavengers of our day do it? 

Bil — Nab., then, for't reply ; in which we find 
every argument in ahr Chronicle evaded. Ommast 
first thing at o seed set me a laughing till me 
sides ached. Gemini says, very seriously, at hah 
Carlile niwer wor a tinker ; no, no, not a tinker, 
nother. 

Jack — Well, well ; we'd been teld at hah he 
wor. Wot wor he, prethe ? 



Jack — A. cobbler, happen. 

Bn. — Kay ; guess again. 

Jack — I shahn't ; if ta kno's, tell us. 

Bil — Whoy, he says he wor a tinner an brazier . 
(A laugh.) 

Jack — Cum, cum, we worn't far ofi, oawer ; 
but o say, Bil, just twig him here ; he sez he 
kno's nowt abaht Carlile's moral marriage! 
Another necessary lie, o fancy. 
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Bil — Wot ! not know nowt ; cum , this al do ; 
it's to dirty for em ; o loik this. But he says 
Carlile's going to explain; when he knows very 
well he has explained. And what is he going to 
do ? He's going to publish all the correspondence 
between his infallible self and that immaculate 
fornicatress, Miss Sharpies, his present moral 
wife. But let's get on to another necessary 
falsehood ; Gemini says that we adduced no proof 
that organization was not the cause of sensation. 

Jack — "Wc proved it ; and we again assert, that 
mere organization, destitute of action, cannot 
possibly be the primary cause of anything ; nay, 
a man may have ocular demonstration of such a 
fact, if he please. Fray, what effects would the 
organization of a steam engine produce without 
any power? Every one knows that it could 
produce none. But Gemini says, "take away 
from us the five senses, which are tho media of 
all knowledge, and you would deprive us of our 
thoughts, or that bone of contention, the min d." 
Kow this is what an Irishman would call 
advancing backwards. We are told in the above 
passage, that the five senses are the media of all 
knowledge ; and so we said in our last Chronicle; 
and so we say again. And we also say, that 
that which receives knowledge, through such 
media, is the soul — the immaterial, thinking 
principle ; but, says Lawrence, " take away from 
the mind of man the five external senses, and the 
functions of the brain, and what will be left 
behind?" The day is coming when Mr. Lawrence 
win know what, says a certain writer. " We 
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admit the sympathetic connexion (who has ever 
called it in question ?) between the organ, and the 
immaterial principle ; nay, we admit, that every 
Act of the mind involves some mechanical act of 
the brain. But we maintain, that what sets the 
mechanism in motion ie not, and cannot be matter, 
because matter is incapable of spontaneously 
changing its own state." So much, then, for the 
senses ; and as for our argument on moral evil, it 
stands untouched, and we know that it is beyond 
the power of any twin, or all the infidel twins in 
existence to overthrow. 

Bn, — Well, then, wot's next? 

Jack — Why, he says at " all men grant that it 
is utterly impossible for a man to avoid com- 
mitting sin;" an, then, it next page, he says, 
"Man is a creature of necessity." What a 
contradiction. Well, then, we'n a quotation 
throo Ifirabeau, the first sentence of which is 
unintelligible ; no infidel in the world can make 
common sense of it. "Man's life is a line that 
nature commands him to describe upon the earth." 
Who can tell what is meant by nature command- 
ing men's actions? And, then, he says at a man 
"is good or bad, happy or miserable, &c, without 
his will going for any thing .in these various 
states." If, then, a man he a thief, he is a thief 
without his will. Is he ? It sounds rather 
paradoxical, too. I do believe this, at when a 
man's going to he hanged for Ins thieving, hia 
will goes for nowt, for if it went for anything, it 
would be for him not to be hanged, but Jack 
Ketch won't let it. Now; let us suppose the thief 
in a Court of Justice. 1 
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Magistrate — Well, my good man, what was 
the reason that you committed the crime of which 
you stand accused ? 

Prisoner-- Why, air, I think it's very unjust 
to bring me here for doing what I couldn't help 
—it was all necessity. 

Magistrate — Do you mean to say that you 
were actually starring for want ; and that, 
therefore, you did it only to preserve your life ? 

Prisoner — no, sir; you quite mistake me. 
The line of my life, sir, is described to me, by 
nature, from which it is impossible for me to 
swerve ; and, sir, it happens that the line which 
nature has described to me is a thieving one. I 
am, sir, a creature of necessity, and have no 
choice but to act as I have acted. (Here the 
Magistrate retiree for a while. J 

Prisoner — Mine's a hard case. 

A Fellow with a long stick — Silence, sirrah; 
here's t' Magistrate coming. 

Magistrate — Well, my man, I believe you are 
out of the reach of all law ; for all the laws in 
existence are founded on the principle of free 
agency. 

Counsellor — Now, my good man, yon have 
made such an excellent defence, that if yon will 
come to my house in the morning, I will make 
you a present of five sovereigns. 

Prisoner (touches hie hat J — Thank you, sir; 
I'll take care and go. 

Magistrate — Hollo! what's that you say; 
you'll take care and go? I thought you had been 
a creature of necessity. Ton said nature had 



described to you a certain line, from which you 
could not swerve ; hut, now, you are describing 
a line to nature ; you have, at the sound of five 
pounds, made up your mind to act ; and in the 
morning, in spite of nature's line, you will go for 
the cash. 

Pbjbobxb. — Tes, sir ; but I shall go from 
necessity. 

Magistrate — But 111 take care you don't. 
Gentlemen of the Jury, bring in your verdict. 
(The Jury retire* for a while, and returns a verdict 
of Guilty.) 

Magistrate — I am now under the painful 
necessity of necessarily informing the prisoner at 
the bar, that it is necessary for me to necessitate 
him, neeetgarily, to leave the country. You will, 
therefore, be necessarily transported beyond the 
seas, there of necessity to stay for the necessary 
term of seven years ; and so, then, there will be 
an end of your necessary thieving. 

Bil — 'Well, then, Gemini refers agean to ahr 
Chronicle, and says that we sent ahr challenge 
when we knew that Mr. Carloile's stay in 
Sheffield -was concluded. Now, we wish the 
public particularly to notice this, because they 
have made so much ado about it, for the fact is 
Carlile received our challenge on the Friday, and 
he left the town on the Saturday ; a day sooner 
than he expected, according to his own statement. 
But why not accept it at any time ? He might 
have written in his own Wash Tub Gazette, and 
possibly it might have been more interesting than 
the bombastical Tom-Paine-nonsence, for which 
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he makes his dupes pay at present. These poor 
deluded creatures remind me of the old woman 
who went from house to house hogging ale, and it 
was all very good; at last they gave the old lady 
some swill ; " o, it's very good," said she ; and so 
it is with Carloile's admirers. It's no matter 
what kind of unconnected jargon, or however 
monstrously ahsurd, their cry is, it's all very good. 
A man said, the other day, that Carloile had con- 
firmed him in his opinion, although (said the 
man) I could not understand what he meant by 
what he said. 

Tack — Now, we have heard very frequently of 
the honesty of these free-thinkers ; they say we 
only want the truth, and, especially, we detest 
the man that would either alter or pervert any 
sentence to suit his own purpose. But what is 
their practice? We have a very fine sample 
of their honesty in Gemini's quotation from 
Ecclesiastes — Solomon says, chap, iii., verse 21, 
""Who knoweth the spirit of man that goeth 
upward?" Gemini makes him say, "Who 
knoweth the spirit of man that it goeth upward ?" 
Solomon continues, " and the spirit of the beast 
that goeth downward to the earth." Gemini 
continues, " and the spirit of the beast that it 
goeth downward to the earth." Our readers will 
see that the word " it " is not in the text ; and 
they will also see the baseness of the man who 
would thus sacrifice his reputation at the shrine 
of Atheism. The despicable wickedness of the 
attempt stamps infamy on the cause it is designed 
to serve. However, in the next place, we have 
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Gemini's account of the origin of the New Testa- 
ment. "A set of priests (says he), who called 
themselves the Council of Nice, being in possession 
of a lot of Jewish fables, got up the New 
Testament, as we hare it at the present day." 
Now, this wonderful discovery of the origin of 
the New Testament, according to Gemini's 
account, is no origin at all, but merely a compila- 
tion of books already written. If Gemini or any 
of his brethren can tell us who wrote these books, 
they may then venture to state their origin ; hut 
what he has advanced is false. For it can be 
proved that theCanon of Scripture was determined 
immediately after the death of St. John, the last 
survivor of the Apostolic order. The Canon of 
the Gospels was determined, indeed, before his 
death, for we read in Eusebius that he gave his 
sanction to the three. other Gospels, and completed 
this part of the New Testament with his own. 
And by the death of John, the catalogue of 
Scripture was completed and closed. But, it may 
be asked, by whom was the Canon of Scripture 
determined f It was determined, not by the 
decision of any individual, nor by the decree of 
any council, but by the general consent of. the 
whole and every part of the Christian Church ; 
it is, indeed, a very remarkable circumstance 
that, among the various disputes which so early 
agitated the Church, the Canon of Scripture was 
never the subject of controversy. The reason of 
this agreement is a very satisfactory one. Every 
one who is at all versed in Ecclesiastical History, 
is aware of the continual intercourse which took 
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place, in the Apostolic age, between the various- 
branches of the Church universal. This commnnv 
cation arose oat of the Jewish polity, under which 
the various synagogues of the Jews, which were 
dispersed throughout the Gentile world, were all 
subject to the sanhedrim at Jerusalem, and 
maintained a constant correspondence with it, 
"Whenever, then, an epistle arrived at any 
particular church, it was first authenticated ; it 
was then read to all the holy brethren, and was- 
subsequently transmitted to some other neigh- 
bouring church. Thus, we find that the 
authentication of the Epistles of St. Paul was 
" the salutation of his own hand," by which the 
Church, to which the letter was first addressed, 
might he assured that it was not a forgery. Had 
we space allowed we might go on to a great 
length, but we must wind up by referring to a 
few authorities, which afford ample proof that 
the Testament existed as a whole long before the 
Council of Nice. 

Justin Martyr-, a.d. 140, speaks of the memoirs 
of the Apostles (i.e. the Gospels) being read with 
the writings of the prophets every Lord's day. 
In the epistle of Siognetus (of the same date), 
we find the following paragraph — " The fear of 
the law is known, and the grace of the prophets- 
is acknowledged; the faith of the gospels is 
established, and the writings of the Apostles are 
preserved," &c. Dionysius, of Corinth, ±.n. 170, 
speaks of some who had " attempted to corrupt 
the Scriptures of the Lord." Irenseus, ±3>. 178, 
says, " that no common punishment awaits those 
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who add or take from the Scriptures." Theophilus, 
of Antioch, a.d. 181, thus expresses himself — 
" The writings of the prophets and the gospels 
are in unison, because that all being inspired by 
one and the same Spirit of God." Clement, of 
Alexandria, a.d. 194, says, "that the Scriptures 
in which we have trusted, have been confirmed 
by the Almighty authority." Tertullian, in his 
Apology, a.». 200, remarks — "Whoever, there- 
fore, yon are, who think us to have no concern 
in the welfare of the Caesars {i.e. the Emperors), 
look into the word of God, our Scriptures," &c. 
Origen, a.d. 230, "that the sacred volumes 
breathe the fulness of the Spirit." What, then, 
are we to think of Gemini and his Council of 
Nice, which sat in the fourth century ? 

Ell — 0, he's a creature of necessity. 

Jack — In conclusion, we think that the 
beginning and end of Gemini's production, 
constitutes what Carlile would designate an 
immoral trinity — that is, two falsehoods pro- 
ducing a third, the third being all between. 
Now, Gemini, 



But that thy name may be handed down to 
posterity, I propose the following epitaph (for 
this purpose), which a wag wrote on the most 
distinguished of Pyrrhonists — 
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OCCASIONAL PAPERS. 

LETTER TO T' KDfG. 
At a Meeting o't friend* a Reform, held uppa ahr 
hull anion, May 7th, it first year a Reform T 
it wer reggillarly agreed on, at this letter 
shad be sent to ahr Royal Reform King. 
Mustek Xmo, — Sur, — As we're all on us won a 
yore subjects, we think at- hah it's nowt hat ahr 
duty to express us joy, an deloit, an admirashon, 
an approbashon, an sitch loik, uppat glorias 
victora at yo'n lately getten o'er t' ennamies a 
reform. Pleeas yer honour, sur, it's not ahr 
intenahon to puff ya up we praisin ya ; but we 
will say this, oawer, yo'n t' best pluck a onna 
chap at's sittn uppa that throne thin menny a 
year. To're summut loik a king, yo are. Yo'n 
■ dun mooar good sin yo cum nor hofe a grooas a 
kings afooar yo iwer did, an yer name al be 
reicht dahn to mortallatta, if yo niwer don 
anuther hopeth a good whoile yo livn : but we 
knone varry weel at yo're that sooat an a chap, 
at yo cahnt live wethaht dooin good to yer 
subjects. 
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If ya pleeas, yer Madjesty, they yn'at to say 
abaht ahr tuther king (yer brother, yo knone) at 
hah t' Duke wor t' chap Trot droives the sovrin ; 
hut, but, we're varry happy to say, an to see, at 
yo'ti geen things sitch a glorias twist, at nah they 
sen, at hah t' Sovrin's t' chap wot droiveB t'Duke; 
an we hooap at hah yo'll ccmtinna to droive 
booath t' Duke an all t' burrow mungrin crew till 
yo'n driwen em all intot Terns. 

8or, they sen at hah if t' reform bill passes into 
a law at it al shak yer crahn off a yer heead : 
fudge — don't believe em; it al rewit it ten toimes 
faster on nor iwer. It's not a loikla thing, mun; 
when a king's Crohn's pntn on his heead be his 
ministers an his people, wot tratur dahr tutch it? 
Bnt yo're not to be diddled we sitch oud woman 
jargon as that, nother ; non, not sooa, yo'n sho'n 
em hah it's dun ; an when they varra little 
expected it, anole. An, but, it's ahr prayer at 
yo'll gooa the rig till yo'n fettled t' hoil clean aht. 
An ahr advoice is, at if t' next parliament weant 
reform, at yo'll hoil em aht ageean, an we'll 
warrand it, at they'll o'ther reform or refrain t' 
next toime. Sur, when we lookn at benefits at 
this reform hill al put on us, we're rala astonisht 
at anna bodda shud be so mad aa to oppooas it. 
One good effect a this bill al be the makkin a 
500,000 new constuents throo t' beat an t' mooast 
trust-worthy men it land, an al mak mooar 
strength for protectm proparta, t' laws, an t' 
loyalty at kingdom. Pleeaa yer honner, sur, is 
this owt like a revolushon at silla Wetheril an 
Peel toket abaht. Bur, it al soon be all up we 
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em ; an it's ahr dcsoir at yo'll mak it intoo a lav, 
at onna burrow munger at's catcht cuttin Mb 
throit, hangin, or drahndin his sen, or Jakkin 
onna eooat a poizon, we a intenshon to kill his 
Ben, shall be berrid at fore lane ends, an a stake 
driwen throo him ) for yo kno'n, but, at when t' 
bill passes, tbea'U be a wooal gang on em al ha 
to gooa hooam, an it's thowt be sum at they'll 
neer be able to survoive it ; an, sur, to think at 
hah it al be t' best way for yo to let em gooa 
booam it rteot, as nobbada ma see em ; an at yo'll 
be so koind as to provide mooarnin cooacbee for 
em to gooa in, an at there may be a dumb peal 
rang at iwera tabu they gooan throo, an t' 
eooaches stop whoil they sing t' follerin hymn, 
tain throo t' Sun newspaper — 

C urges boost b doir an deep, 

Let us we ferTor hup ' 

On Liberty. 
Ahr butrow munjefing score, 
AJu, will nivver mors 
Triumph the people o'er : 

England is free! 



O'er »J1 fluid I 

Sur, we'st send fore rattlin ehaps aht a. 
Torksher at al do ya sum good — all reformers ; 
an we believe at hah yo'll have a grate majorratta 
e favor at bill, it next meetin : yo'll have Bitch a 
glorias set a reformers as niwer sho'd ther faces 
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e that hahce afooar ; an t' reflection a sitoh a 
victors as yo'n getten al be a i werlaslin consola- 
tion to yer sen, an it al shed sitch a luster nppa 
yer name, as time itsen, we all its changes an 
revolutions, al niwer, niwer tarnish. Bless yer 
sowl, mun, yo'n won all us hearts at won single 
strooak, an we're redda to follow ya, o'ther throo 
muck or. blood, as t 1 case mnt reqnoire. Hah, 
pleeas yer Hadjesty, afooar o be quoit wroitin 
this letter, we'n to beg won thing on ya, an that 
is, at if iwer yo cum to Shevrild, at yo'll cum 
nppa ahr hull arston, an bring all yer oud' razors 
we ya, an we'll mak em shave loik winldn. 
Sooa no mooar uah, throo yore mooast royal and 
dutiful subjects, 

WHEEL8WAEF8. 
Ahr Suit Ardon, ShewUd. 



CONVERSATION 



—■Well, Jaok, you are throng 
grinding elans, I see. 

Jack — Tis, but; here's nowt getton withabt 
workin. 

V wkw. — What name do you strike ? Is it 
Greaves' which is marked upon the tang P 

Jack — Tis, sur. 

Fsee. — Is it the same Greaves which is so 
much noted for making good nails. 

o,Googk 
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Jack — T' same chap exactla, Bur; they sartanla 
dun mak best nails a onnabodda ; they're not cut 
be eteeam, yo kno'n ; they dooant mak em three- 
square an withaht points. Cobblers has n& kashon 
to bore boils to nock tber nails it shoes ; they'll 
nobbut to stick «n intot soils, an away they 
gooan ; an they lookn woel when they gotten in, 
that's best on't. 

F&m — Well, Jack, I believe yon are correct, 
and I believe they make the best dog nails of 
any bouse in the country ; and as for their sprigs, 
they are not to be equalled. 

Jack — To're redt, snr; wot yo sen's truth 
ftsen. 

Fhee. — Yes, it may be ; bat there are many 
opinions about what truth is ; some believe that 
the Bible is truth, perhaps you are one of that 

Jack — Sloik e am, o see no reason wboy o 
shodn't ; can yo tell me onna ? 

i'liEB. — Yes, Jack. The end for which it was 
written, and the persons who wrote it, are reasons 
sufficient for you rejecting it. 

Jack — "Wboy, wot wor they written for, an 
whooa wor they wot writ em ? 

Fsee. — They were written by a pack of priests, 
to gull the people. 

Jack — Then yo don't believe at hah Matthew, 
Mark, an t' rest on em writ gospels, dun va ? 

Free. — Certainly not ; it's all a hoax. 

Jack — Yo're shooar they didn't, are ya ? 

Fbbs. — Yes, quite confident j I don't believe 
that ever such persons existed. 
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Jack — Wa, o kno yo're mooar lant'd nor mo, 
bur if yo sen them chaps didn't wroit em, yo owt 
to tell ns whooa did. 

Fbee. — I have told yon. 

Jack— Abbut, wot did they call em, an wot 
century did they live in P becos if yo cahnfc tell 
that, o'st begin to think at hah yo tno'n varra 
little abaht it. 

Free. — Ton are very ignorant, Jack. If yon 
had read as much as I have, yon would not 
suffer yourself to be gulled by the priests. 

Jack — O'st be a good deeal woiser, if yo'll tell 
me wot they call'd chaps wot writ Boible, an 
when they lived. 

Fbee. — Don't yon see that the priests in all 
ages have used it to keep the people in subjection? 

Jack — Aye, aye, but; but wot did they call 
em, an when did they live ? — Don't shuffle, but ! 

Fbee. — I don't consider myself under any 
obligation to answer every silly question you may 
propose. 

Jack — Then yo don't kno wot they called em, 
nor when they lived, dun ya ? Hah, o'll ax yo 
a question : it yo eahut tell me whooa wrote 
books at Scriptures, hah can ya prove at chaps 
didn't wroit em whooas names they bear f 

Fbee. fin a passion) — I shall not answer any 
such questions. 

Jack — Becos yo cahnt ; summada's gull'd yo, 
think Wot part a yore bodda does yer soul 
ligin? 

Fbee. — Soul ! I believe in no such trash ; the 
modification of subtle matter is quite sufficient to 



86 xhk mnoD dialect. 

produce thinking; but yon know very little 
about snch subjects, I am certain. 

Jack — Aye, aye, is ther matter thin ennff to ' 
think, eh F Did ya ivver see a square idea, or a 
oval thowt, sur? Beoos, yo kno'n, all matter 
mun have sum shape to osist in ; an if thinkin 
be material, why not have long thowts, an hard 
uns, an sum toimes varra soft uns, as yo seem to 
have just nab ? 

Feee.— Don't you know, Jack, that everything 
which has motion, supposes extent and solidity ? 
For instance, fear is an emotion, and produces the 
movement of trembling in the members. 

Jack — dear aye, an joy al produce t' move- 
ment a jnmpin, an luv al produce onna thing, an 
malice is a mooashon at ad sooin pull all yer hair 
off, whoil jealousy ad scrat yer een aht; nab 
these is all on em material mooashons, an sum on 
em not varra noist ans nother ; but, then, if luv 
be matter, it ad seem odd to say a piece a luv, or 
a lump a joy, a yard a malice, or a peck a 
jealousy. Wofn ya say, sur ? 

Feee. — Why, Jack, these subjects are above 
your comprehension. 

Jack — Near moind ; nah yo sen at iwera thing 
wot' a mooashon suppooases extent an eoliddity, 
dooant ya ? 

Free. — Certainly I do. 

Jack — Is ther onna mooashon e fear ? 

Feee. — I have before shewn yon that it 
produces trembling. 

Jack — Then fear, is solid and extended as long 
as a May powl, happen, an as hard as a brick, eh? 
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Com, cum, this is not being gull'd, oawer; 
according to this doctrine, we'st have hard fears 
an soft fears, long fears an short fears, hot fears 
an cowd fears, swift fears an alow fears, black 
fears an whoit fears, thick fears an thin fears — 
isn't this being gull'd, but ? the philosophy of 
Helvetus, eh P 

Free. — Ton talk nonsense! Is not sound 
material P and yon would not say that it was 
heavy, or that it was measurable ! 

Jack — O'd say at sahnd worn't matter, an o'll 
mak yo say sooa befoar o've done we ya, if yo'll 
stick to yer principles— yo believe at matter has 
an independent existence, dooan't ya? 

Fkee. — Most certainly I do. 

Jack — Did yo iwer kno sahnd produced 

withaht impression, or withaht air ? If not, o 

shud loik yo to tell me hah sahnd can be material, 

' sin it's dependent for its varra existence nppa 

impression an air ? 

Fkee. — Well, well, Jack, perhaps you may be 
right, but it's a subject which I hare not studied 

Jack — Did ya iwer studda owt, sur ? 

Fef.e. — Yes, Jack, I have studied much, and 
hare forgotten more than ever you knew* 

Jack — An if o may judge at qnallata a wot yo'n 
forgetn, be wot yo knone nab, yo're sartanly 
forgetn a good deal at niwer wor worth kno'in ; 
but it puts me abaht to kno hah yo can o'ther 
forget or remember owt. 

Fkee. — Ton are no philosopher, or you would 
have known that all our ideas are impressed on 
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the brain, and that all the particles which 
compose the human frame undergo a change every 
seven years. 

J act — That's rather odd, becos if ideas is im- 
presst uppa t' brain, an if t' brain changes ivvcra 
seven years, hah is it at o can remember owt at 
wor impresst tweata year sin, becos o've had new 
brains twoiee sin then ; wethaht t' oud brains 
tells t' new ans what they knone just as they cnm. 
Is this memra, sur, or is it being gull'd ? 

Fkee.— You are quite metaphysical, Jack. 
Ton are a curious fellow ; where did you study ? 

Jack — Uppa ahi hull arston, sur, an o think 
rayther to better purpose nor yo han. Bur o'll 
ax ya anuther question, an then o'll be off to't 
warehas. Suppooaa o ge up mo relidgen an taks 
to yores, shud o mak a better member a sociata, 
or abetter fath'er, or a better husband, or a better 
sarvant P shud o be honnister, soberer, moraler ? 
shud o stick to me word better ? shud o be 
happier e me fammala, or e me awn moind ? will 
yore principles comfort me when o'm badla, an 
mak me bare afflictions we patience, an help me 
to meet deeath we curridge an quoitness, an ge me 
a bloomin hope a futur immortallata ? — becos mo 
relidgen al do this for me, an if yores al not do 
so much, o'd better keep this o've getn, an be 
gull'd, nor tak yores ; hadn't e, sur ? 

Fnxx. — I shall soon begin to think that I have 
suffered myself to be gulled ; for I am certain my 
principles will do nothing of the kind for me ; 
but I win think of these things, and will see yon 
again. Pare well. 
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Bn, Huftpoip— -O say, oud lad, o think thah's 
ommast ungulled hii^ ; o ehudn't wonder if he 
isn't at ohappel a Bunda. 

JacK — wish he may, we all me heart. 
T' chap seems to proide bis sen in his larnin, an 
rala o cahnt see wot he's hunt, nobbut to shuffle 
when he's axt a question. But o man be off; 
thro me band off, Bil, witta ? 



QtTESTIONB AO AN8WEES. 

" Question — How do yon prove the existence of 
an intelligent God? 

Akbwxb — Design proves it. 

Q.— How ? 

A. — Can any one examine a steam engine, for 
instance, and at the same time believe that it 
never was made ? Impossible ! And if we 
examine the contrivance and skill manifested in 
the works of God, every unbiased mind will he 
constrained to acknowledge them to be the con- 
trivance of an intelligent God. 

Q. — What axe we to understand by the word 
nature? 

A,— If the word nature be used for the intrinsic' 
manner of existing, it means that constitution, 
make, or disposition, in which any thing is pro- 

Q. — What are we to understand by mind or 
spirit? 
A. — What the essence of spirit is, may not be 
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known, but its existence is (like matter) known 
by its properties. 

0. — What are the essential properties of spirit? 

A. — Consciousness and volition ; the existence 
of which is as certain as that of matter. 

Q. — Can organization produce thinking ? 

A.— Here organization cannot be the cause of 
thinking or intelligence ; because it is plain that 
precisely the same state of the organs shall often 
be found before and after death, and yet, without 
any violence having being done to them. In one 
moment man shall be actually intelligent, and in 
the next incapable of thought. Besides, organi- 
zation is only the arrangement of parts, which 
possess no such power, and, when they are 
perfectly organized can produce nothing until 
the machine is acted upon — and then, nothing 
contrary to its nature. 

Q. — From whence is human intelligence? 

A.— Not from matter, either organized or 
unorganized. We have seen that it cannot be 
from organized matter; and if from unorganized, 
then must all matter think. Intelligence, there- 
fore, must come from an intelligent being — and 
that being is God. 

Q. — Is the soul of man immortal? 

A. — The soul of man being immaterial, is, 
therefore, incapable of being dissolved ; and, we 
would say, let those who assert that the soul will 
be annihilated at death, prove it, for it does not 
occur to us, how death, which is only a privation, 
can annihilate that which has a positive existence. 

Q. — Is an infinite series of men possible ? 
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A. — The notion of an infinite series of caused 
and successive beings, is absurd ; for of this 
infinite series, either some one part has not been 
successive to any other, or else all the several 
parts of it have been successive. If some one 
part of it was not successive, then it had a first 
part, which destroys the supposition of its infinity. , 
If all the several parts of it have been successive, 
then they have all at once been future ; but if 
they have all been future, a time may be con- 
ceived when none of them had existence, and if 
so, then, it follows either that all the parte, and 
consequently the whole, of this infinite series 
must have arisen from nothing ; which is absurd, 
or else there must be something in the whole, 
besides what is contained in all its parte. 

0.— "What is life? 

A. — The presence of an immaterial soul with 
the body is the source of animal life, and the 
separation of the soul from the body is that 
circumstance which causes death. Mr. Lawrence, 
indeed, makes life to consist in the sum total of 
all the functions: thus he makes life a cause 
which owes its existence to its own operations ; 
and, consequently, a cause which, had it not 
operated to produce' itself, had never existed 
at all. 

Q.— What is man ? 

A. — Man is' a compound being, made up of 
matter and spirit 

Q. — What is meant by amoral agent? 

A. — He is a moral agent who is capable of 
performing moral actions; and an action in 
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rendered moral by two circumstances : 1st — That 
it is voluntary; 2nd — That it has respect to some 
rule ■which determines it to be good or eviL 
Moral good and evil, says Locke, is the conformity 
or disagreement of one voluntary action to some 
law, whereby good or evil is drawn upon us from 
the will or power of the law maker. 

Q. — What, then, is that law by which our 
moral actions must be tried ? 

A. — Such law, which, whatever it may be, 
must be given and enforced by God himself, and 
have respect to Him ; because there are many 
moral actions that cannot come within the cogni- 
zance of any human law. 

Q. — Bo the Christian Scriptures contain the 
rule of moral action ? 

A. — Most certainly they do ; and the purity of 
their morality is a proof of their Divinity. 

Q. — But it has been said that no testimony can 
prove any deviation from the known sequences 
of cause and effect, and that an event is impossible 
which contradicts our experience. 

A. — Indeed ! That is not only denying that 
testimony can prove a miracle, but it is denying 
the possibility of a miracle at all. So that what- 
ever a man may have sensible evidence of, if it 
be contrary to bis experience, he must not believe 
it. Now, what would have been thought of the 
persons who saw our Saviour raise the dead, if 
they had said, "We most certainly saw the body 
raised, we saw him walk, we heard him converse, 
we felt and handled him, and we know that he 
lived and acted same as before his death; but 
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then we are also convinced that such as event is 
contrary to our experience, and, therefore, we 
cannot believe it 1 — Why, we should write, mad- 
men. I would ask, Can the Almighty cause an 
event to take place which should he a deviation 
from the laws of nature ? They who believe in 
the existence of a God cannot deny it. Then it 
may be safely affirmed that an event is possible 
which might contradict our experience. 



A LETTER TO AIL THE WESLEYAN 
METHODIST PREACHERS. 



" And in hit bruin, 
Which ia u dry u the remainder biscuit 
After ■ voyage, he huh itruge piece* eriaun'd 
With observation, the which he venti 
Id mangled forms."— As Yen Like it. Act II. 



Sims, — reckon yo'U all on ya see Dicky 
Hotly's satire ? o mean when yo'n seen this 
letter, yo niwer will see it; an that's just wot 
o'm wroitin to ya for. reckon yo dooan't kno 
him, but o doo, an o'U tell ya wot he is nah, and 
wot he has been. He has been a Methodist, an 
a useful Sunday schoil taicher ; but o'm sorry to 
say at nah he's a confirmed atheist; an yo'll 
happen excuse as when we tell ya at we'n 
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ana to look after this set ; we knono 
all t' gang on em, ait wc'n grooapt all their 
sculls, from tlie infidel conductors of the Fargate 
Bull-dog,* to the execrable authors of " What is 
lore," "The system of Nature," and "The 
Bains of Empires," an to a man they'n all a soft 
place in em. Hah, yo'U understand, at this Dick 
Hotly is a varra lamed chap ; they sen at hah ho 
can toke Latten, an adder say he can ; an he can 
toke abaht tond Egyptian Hermes, an loiks his 
cosmogony better nor that a Moses, although 
there wot sum animals made then wot had na 
sense (an o think there's some on em left yet) ; 
an he can mak sum f ooaks stare as if they were 
stuck, we tokin abaht Zoroaster's Magic Oracles, 
an as it happens, he nother kao's when he lived 
nor when he deed. An he can toke abaht 
Manetho, Berosus, 6anchoniatho,Diodorus Siculus, 
Aristotle, Plato, an that set, — in a word, npon 
religions subjects, he can toke owt but common 
sense. But, still, he's a varra sharp chap, o'll 
aehooar yo, for he's fun it aht at relidgen's all a 
farce, an at God niwer did give a revelation to 
man ; if he had, he says at hah he would a made 
it universal (hah did he get to kno, o wunder) ; 
an he says at nooa revelation can prove it sen — 
wot's t' ynse a makkin it universal then ; wot a 
flat! Sooa, then, if God gives a revelation to 
man, they'll be loik to ax Dicky Hotly whether 
it be true or not. 

Well, then, yo'U tak nooatis, he's one a them 
sharp chaps wot weant believe at they've a souL 

* " Figaro," in Sheffield. 
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He oiico axt me to aho him one, an sooa if onna 
on ya'a browt one we ya, yo'll happen let him 
have a look, an then he'll see -what sooat on a 
thing it is. Be wot o heeard Mm say one neet, 
o isther think he believes at souls is made a 
phosphorus, an accoardin to a discovery made 
lately be a French brain soratter, it take abaht 
two grains an a-hofe to mak a soul on a oommon 
sooat; bur o believe Dicky's ad weigh hofe-a- 
pahnd, it's sich a wopper. Wa, then, aht at 
fulness of his brains he's devollopt anuther my- 
stera, an he tells fooaks at sun shoines be an 
eternal law ! "Wotn yo think abaht that, gentle- 
men; did ya iwer hear tell of an eternal law 
befooar? Nab., yo knone, for a thing to be 
eternal, it cahnt be sed at iwer it wor made ; 
but abr Dicky, poor fellow, has made that to be 
eternal wot must, of necessity, be dependent uppa 
summat else for its varra existence. To knone 
weel enufE at the words " eternal law " is as flat 
a contradiction as iwer wor spluttered. 

Wa, then, Dicky's fan it aht at there's nooa 
aich things as spirits e existence ; nowt at sooat ; 
it's all a hoax ; spirit means air, and sich loik. 
And o won oo heeard him ax a chap for a defini- 
tion of spirit, an t' chap told him just as much 
abaht spirit as he kno'd abaht .matter, an then he 
shamed. Dicky says at hah he dusn't kno wot 
tessence a matter is ! Whoy, that's queer, isn't 
it ? for if he dusn't kno iwera thing, hah can he 
tell at there isn't beings e existence distinct throo 
matter ? an if he does kno all things, yo'd loik to 
see him, adder say. Here is summat e existence, 
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what he calls Deity ; but wot it is o dooant kno, 
mi o'm shooar 70 cahn't tell, for heeard him 
say one neet, at it wornt matter, an spirits there 
is none, he sayu ; whoy, then, it must be nowt, 
becos he says whatiwer ia immaterial is nothing. 
He's a noist lad to burlesque onnahodda, isn't he, 
think ya? an we can ashooar ya at all t' rest on 
em's as soft as he is, for they can none on em 
advance hofe a dozen steps in a metaphysical 
argument fit for a dog to grin at. Tubbe shooar, 
they can black, abuse, an bully t' ministers 
relidgen, but neer heed em ; yo'n a better job 
agate. Bemember wot ond Shakspere says — 

"Men that mate 
Envy and crooked malice nourishment 
Duo bile the bolt." 

Leave em to us, an when ivver they cum in as 
way, we'll rattle ahr intellectual masher abaht 
ther phosporas nappers, till they cry, hold, hold, 
enuff. Nah o could tell ya a good deal mooar 
abaht this Dicky Hotly, but o shud think yo'n 
seen ennff to convince yo at it's not yore dote to 
nooatice o'ther him or bis satire. An sooa o'm 
yores' respectively, 

A SHEVYLLD CHAP. 

N.B. — O'd rather be a kittling and cry 'mew,' 
nor won a these same metre satire mongers. 
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THE SHEFFIELD DIALECT. 



COERESPOHDENCE WITH THE 
SHEFFIELD NEWSPAPEES. 



ftBINDBK'B OPINION 07 A CUftTAIN QBSrr.EMiS'a 

•p1bch, dsliybbbd in fa2lap18u buvabb, 
it, 1829. 



ToH Editer at Sfmvild Kwrrent 



tbe, — Sur, we'n been at booath t' 
meetins, an we'n heeard booath soids, an nah 
we're balm to ge ahr apinyon abalit snmmat at 
we heeard. We'st eonfoine ahr remarks to George 

Cubitt's an L P 'b speeches. To kno'n, 

meater editer, at hah t' last gentleman sed he wud 
answer all at George Cnbitt sed at t' Wednesday 
meeting, an aooa we stopt till Friday to hear 
him; an nah we ban heeard him, an we don't 
think at he's hofe anaer'd him. Hon, not sooa ; 
he'll foind him his wark, yo may wroit on't. 

It furst place, I ne'er contradicted him 

abaht that nasta dirta bill at they atickt up 
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ageean t' walls. He kno'd it wer a underleggin 
touch, weel enufF : an then he forget term, 
Catholic emancipation. He may da pratta weel 
to bawl to't Oirishmen, or jawer abaht chetcb- 
rates ; bur he'll ne'er doo for sich forheeads as 
ahrs. We'n getn torgans a disamment, an we 
can tell him at t' exclusion at Catholics wer a 
part at hill a roights. Nah, does he think at hah 
we're booath blind an soft ? ffe'n seen t' Acts, 
an if we are groinders, we'n torgan a judgment 
just aboon us een. Bur here's anuther thing r 
he ne'er refuted Cnbitt abaht oirkillation a Traks 
e Spain, Italy, &c. ; he ne'er tutcht him uppa 
this bit. It's t' blessed liberty a Catholic toimes 
e 1829 ! Aye, aye ; if o may rub me hand o'er 
L. P. 'a cranium, o'st foind he hadn't torgan a 
remembrance. An then, yo kno'n at Cubitt sed 
at hah t' constitution wer dove-tail'd, an at hah 
they cudn't ta one part off withaht hurtin all on't. 

As for what P sed abaht this, it wer all me 

hoi an Betty Martin ; it nobbut amahnted to this 
much, at there wer anuther dove-tail put in. 
What he sed abaht this originated in his hawin 
torgan a quibblin ; but we're not to be diddled 
be quibblin lawyers. 

An nah for his replies to Cubitt' s Magna 
Charta ; an here o've anuther desire to grooap 
his skull for torgan of evashon. Cubitt referred 
us to't burnin of William Sawtree, withaht a trial 
be jury. He ne'er sed at hah it wer no. use to 
us ; nou, not sooa. O'm astonisht. If it had 
been tuther Luke, o shudn't a been so etruckn as 
e am. An then ageean, yo kno'n, Cubitt sed at 
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hah there wer t' elements of a constitution e 

1688 ; an there L sed at he Bed we derived 

all us liberties throo us heathen ancestors. Hah 
70 ma Bee at a strooak he's getten torgan a 
quibblin, an yo may wroit on't, he's so ynsed to 
it at he eahn't help it ; bat oawer, he made t' 
Oirishmen shaht rarely, an o'ther after this, or 
else befooar, he sed at had all seeks persecuted e 

ther turns. Frethe, L , dun they doo sooa 

nah? Hon, not sooa. Bnt Catholics does, booath 
e France, Italy, an Spain anole. once heeard 
Mr. Stafford, language larney, say, at hah they 
wadn't let him taioh a schooil e Italy, becos he 
wom't a Catholic ; an if s not long sin ivrer so 
menny men wer imprisoned e France, for wantin 
a Protestant parson. An if ta wants owt aht a 
Spain, than ma gooa to't inquisishon, at'e under 
t' sperritle gUTvemment at Pope, an thab'll foind 
at between t' year 1481 an 1808, not less nor 
three hundred an forta-noine thahaand noine 
hundred an twenta-one wer burnt aloive, con- 
demned to't galleys, &x.; an mooar nor foive 
millions of inhabitants has disappeared e Spain 
sin t' holy office exercised its horrable ministry. 
Wot dusta think abaht this, eh? This is t' liberty 
a modem Popery e Catholic countries. But that's 
not getn torgan a disarnment for these things, 
oud chap. 
An, then, Cnbitt sed ah hah Ireland wanted 

larnin ; an, then, yo kno'n, P sed they oudn't 

have it, becos Catholics cudn't endow schools. 

0, L , thah's a bad memory. Than kno's 

well enuff at t' Catholic priests e Ireland dusn't 
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loik t' poor fooaks to km. It's not aboon two 
year sin a mob, heeaded be a priest, set foiar to 
a Protestant school, an t' mester, pooar fella, wor 
fooarsed to ran to save bis napper. An here's 

sum mooar things at we'n fun L P aht 

in ; bur wc'n don him emiff this toime. Bar 
oavrer, there's anuther matter at we fan aht at 
Catholic chapel a Sunda, at stonishes us mooar 
nor owt else, an that is, at hah t' Catholics is 

bahn to mak L a present, an it's to be raised 

be subscription, for his varra able speech e their 
favour. Nab. o wonder what they'll ge him. 
Lawyers weant quibble for nowt, eh ? Ge him 
Bummat loikla, an he'll prate long enntf . think 
e me heart, t' Lukes is all alike, for tuther Luke 
weant gooa a arrand withaht sum puddin. But 

we'd forgettn anuther thing. L tokedabaht 

doin to others as he'd loik em to do to him. An 
nah we beg, at if ivrer thah maks anuther ration 
to us, prethe don't pull such long fiddle faces at 
us, for we wodn't do sooa to thee. 

Nah, Hester Kurrent, these is ahr opinyons, at 
we'n thowt uppa ahr hull arsten, an we hooap at 
hah yo'll may em public ; for yo kno'n at ns 
groinders is all on ns his madjesta's loyal subjects, 
an wot iwer we ta e hand we awlis gooan throo 
we't, becos we'n torgans a determination an 
perseverance. 

An sooa we're yores respectably, 
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CHRISTMAS SINGING. 
To't Editor at Shewild Irish. 
Mus ter Ieish — O've h.eeard a great noise this 
year abaht whcar t' best singin ad be ; sum sod 
at bah it ad be at Ebenezcr, beeos they 'n barrack 
band ; an earn sed at bah it ad be at Proddistant 
Methodisses; butwonchapseditadbeeScoteldon 
street, an annther sed at hah it ad be at Norfolk 
street. Oawer, o thowt it wodn't look weel to 
see t' barrack sowgers we ther red breeches on it 
chappel. thowt, thinks oi, o can see them onna 
toime it Hoide Park, when there's fireworks, or 
a balloon gooin off, an sooa yo seen, o wodn't gooa 
there. An then, o thowt, wa, o'll not gooa to't 
Proddistents, an t' orkester at Norfolk street is at 
trang end at place, sooa o wodn't gooa there. 
Oawer, at last o concluded to gooa to't Sahth 
street dahn t' Moor, an heear what sooart an a 
squad they wor. Sooa o gooad at hofe-past ten 
it mornin, bowt a book at chap at dooar, an intot 
gallara o ran, clapt meson dahn fair facia em, an 
o eartanla thowt at hah it wort noistest seet at 
iwer o seed e all me loife, they all sempt to be 
dranged sooa pratta. A noister set a lasses an 
good looking chaps ne'er sang at Crissmas ; o wor 
reight dahn pleeased we em afooar iwer they . 
sang a ninch. Bur oawer, as soon as forst 
strooak wor strnckn, it made mo hair stan streit 
o me hcead for joy. thowt, thinks o, t' barrack 
sowgers me bio ther een aht afooar they can ma 
eich music as this ; an as for't Proddistant chaps 
they bet em castles. Bat at six at neet, o 
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sartanla thowt won at fiddles aed aUaluyah. 
Oawer, there wer ■won member wit trumpet made 
me feel vara queer ; o dooant think at hah Clegg 
end a dun it better. An then, sur, there wer two 
chaps wit twizzled trumpets, an t' chaps wit 
things as they poll baokard an forrad, an V chaps 
wit Antes, an t' chaps wit bum bases, wer all 
proime workmen. But thear wer won chap at 
top a all, at play 'd a cratur loik a corner cubberd. 
thowt at hah it wert grate gronfata'er a all t' 
bum bases, Moi hoi, he made it thunder aht 
just loik mahnt Etna, when it's bahn to brunt. 
Bur oavrer, but, if o ma tell ya all at wonee, o 
thowt it wer loik be'in it York minster ; for*t 
lasses sang loik neetingalea, an t' rest on em 
switcht away loik winkin. ne'er seed nowt 
loik it e Shewild afooar. It made eich a 
depreshon uppa mo feelings, at when t' collcetin 
box cum, o geed t' chap sixpence -all at wonce, an 
it wer worth it anole. An nah, snr, o'st conclude, 
we ge'in it as mo opinyon at hah t' Sahth street 
chaps is t' top sawyers this Chri&smas, an soon 
o'm yore respectable groinder, 

A SHEWILD CHAP. 
December 26th, 1829. 



PBIZE FIGHTING. 
To't Hitter at Shewild Morkara. 
Bus, — seed e yore paper, t'last week, a letter 
soigned 'Pollux,' an we yore permission o'll mak 
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mm mnarks on't. We had, e this letter, sum 
reasons for't increase a depravata e this large an 
poppillouB tahn, an these reasons is said tuhhe 
War an Ingenuity. Nan, sur, o'm at a loss to 
kno wot ' Pollux ' means, when he says at hah t' 
chaps wot' 9 aht a wark is fooarced to ha recourse 
to ther awn ingenuity to save ther sens throo want 
an poverta ; an gooin throo voice to voice, they 
wallow it very moire a depravata, withaht he 
means they'n plenta a toime to lam to box, an 
sooa we gooin throo hrothel to brothel to mak 
feightdn matches, they wallow it moire a depra- 
vata; if this is what he meeans, o understand. 
But, alas! fcightin's his favourit system, it's 
manly and noble, it's poor man's amusement, an 
it's suppooarted be t' press an sum at gentlemen 
it countra, an it's sum props it nobillata ; an last 
a all, it's be this varra rational system at t' 
TnglinVifflfm settles his disputes we. rare boxer, 
thah's sum proime recommendations to mak us 
admoire thee ; but o think Hester Pollux thah's 
rather libelled charracter a Inglishmen ; o'm a 
Inglishman, but o'st be ashamed o me ears to 
reduce iuesen to't state a brutallata at thah 
recommends. If that system wer general we'st 
have iwera petty-foggin fop darknin us eyes if 
we slmd happen to contradict h™ ; an if wot o'm 
sayin shud mak the mad, o may expect sum o 
thah poor man's amusement abaht mo ears, as't 
mooast rational way a sattlin this dispute. 
cahn't pretend to tell wot sooart a ideas thah has 
abaht morals a She wild, but if thah'll gooa it 
woods on a Sunda, thah ma see plenta a the awn 
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crew pratvtasin t' noble art a boxin, an then tell 
ub wot make a part a Shewild's depravata. Here 
we'n booath t' laws o God an man brokken ; an 
than may gooa throo t' streets an thah may hear 
young ana irmTrTriTi feights, we all t' attendant 
curses uppa your eyes an limbs, an then tell as 
whether feightin dusu't mak a part o Shewild's 
depravata. Oooa to t' ring, where thah ma see 
two brawny fellows, we a sawage fierceness not 
to be met we it brute creation, manglin an braikin 
one annthers limbs, an then tell us whether feightin 
make a part a Ingland's depravata. Gooa to f 
ring where murderous pugilism's made a system 
a gamblin, an wheart feelings of a motley mob's 
nobbut hardened we seein slawter an deeath ; an 
put to these miseries brokken constitutions, 
starved-to-deeath families, burden'd parishes, an 
chillier ruined be bad example, an then tell as 
whether buxin maks a part a Ingland's depravata, 
An still Mester Pollux has t' impidence to recom- 
mend this worse nor beastly system to't public — 
a outrage agean humanata, an a insult to common 
sense. But he says it's suppooarted be gentle- 
men, an sum at nobillata. Aye, aye, an o'd say 
prostitutes, thieves, gamblers, swindlers, vaga- 
bonds, an all t' scum a Ingland : a group quite 
worthy a rich a system. 

Tours, &c, 

J. "WHEELSWABF. 
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THE TEMPERANCE CHRONICLE. 



Scene — Six or w« workman tat round the Jirt, 
reading Mr. Buckingham' t Bill.* 

Jooa OrzztB — "Well, it's softest Rill at e'er o 
seed e all me loif. 

Bn.i.A Si-apt; — 0, he's mad, mun. 

Jack Swallow — didn't think he'd been 
sicn a fooil. 

Jacx Whkblswa&f (Entering) — Hollo, hollo, 
wot nah ? wot's all this noise abaht ? 

Tom Swipes — Hey, oud lad, hear's the foine 
Bilk Buckingham's insane Bill here ; he owt to be 
Bent to Bedlam for a year or two, to talk to't 
chaps wot's crazy. A varra noist man ! he wants 
to bring t' spy system up. "We'st not be allah'd 
to get a point a ale, withaht hawin a policeman 
at us beels, an takkin us up whether we're drunk 

* A Bill brought into Parliament by Mr. Buckingham for tbe 
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or nooa, just when they'll a moind ; bat if iwer 
he cams here agean, we'll stooan him. 

Jooa — cudn't a tbowt at he'd iwer a made 
sich a ass on his sen ; ivvera bodda's laffln at bis 
crazy Bill, an all t' members it Hahce a Commons 
al laff at it when they seen it. Besoide, wot 
bisneBs has he to meddle we us ? Cahn't we get 
drank when we'd a moind for him ? Wo don't 
ask him to pay for it ; he'd better moind bis own 
wark, an let as alooan ; he mo'nt gooa for Shcv- 
vild na mooax. 

Haeby Sap — Look wot hundreds a pahnds t' 
landlords al loise ; sich as Bil Grey, and Tom 
Wila, an that set, wpt's made sich alterations an 
accommodations for ther customers ! It's t' 
mooast unjust Bill at iwer wer made. 

Jack Swallow — He cahn't hinder us for gettin 
drunk after all he's don ; becos, when we'n had 
a quart at one place, we can gooa to anuther. 
But wot' s to becum on as families when we gooan 
to't hoil ? This al be noist for*t parish ; for o'm 
quoit shooar t' rooad to "Wakefield al nivrer be 
clear ; t' ratepayers al sooiu curse Buckingham's 
Bill. 

Tom — Oil have ale, if thea's onna to be goto, 
it spoit o Jemmy Buckingham or his Bill o'ther. 
It's proime this ; we're not to have a point at 
after we'n dun at neet. wish o bad him here; 
o'd drahnd him we wheelswarf. And we're to 
have none at all a Sundays. It's unbarable this! 
He's dun it to pleas t' parsons. O'll neer run 
abaht to get him vooate na mooar. 

Billa — To don't need to bother yer sens, that 
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toft Bill al ne'er pass. Country's not prepared 
for it. But it's loik all t' rest on his hare 
brained tricks. He cahn't be reit in his heead, 
o'm ahooar, for he's setten all t' nation a laffln at 
him. Besoid, his Bill isn't practicable ; and o 
shnd think he'll ne'er be so soft as to bring it in. 
Jack — A bodda cahnt get a word in edgeway 
we yo. It must be a shocking bad Bill ; bat o 
shod loik to hear it read, an then o can judge 
for me sen. Jooa, read it, wilta P 

Jooa — O've na patience to read sich staff; 
thah ma get Bummada else. 

TTtupj — O'll read it the, oud lad, bat o don't 
loik it. (Here he begin* to read, but i» in- 
terrupted.) 
Billa — Thro it it f oir. 
Jooa — Put it it wheel kit. 
Tom — Bip it up. 

Jack Swallow — Aht at winder we it. 
Hab&a — Com, com ; Jack owt to hear it, at 
onna rate, as weel as as. Soilence. (Sony 
proceed* to the end.) 

Jack — Thank the, Harra ; o can exercise me 
awn judgment nah. 

Jooa — Va,, an wot dusta think abaht it, eh 7 
Jack — Why, I think there's na need to black 
t' poor fellow, as yo'n been blackin him. Wot is 
ther in it at's so varra bad ? can see nowt. 

Billa — Then thah't bloind; it's all bad; there's 
not a bit a good in it. 

Jack — Billa, thah deeals rather to ranch it 
wholesale line for me ; but cnm nah, let as 
examine these objections fairly, and withaht 
prejudice a o'ther soide. 
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Jack Swallow — That's nowt but reit, an o 
think if they're fairly lookt into they'll be fun 
pratta weighty. 

Jack — W&, then, Tom Swipea says at it al 
bring t' spy system up. Nah o think not ; o think 
it differs varra ranch throo t' spy system, for it 
most be considered that t' police officer al have 
no inducement whatever to tak a man unjustly ; 
and secondly, it al be a varra difficult matter for 
him to get two witnesses aht an a ale-ass to swear 
that anuther wer drunk. 

Jooa — But policemen ad hire men a purpoa to 
swear owt. 

Jack— Then he'd be sooa much bigger a fooil 
to pay part of his wages to others for doing wot 
ad niwer benefit him a fardin. That al not do, 
at onna rate. 

Bilia — ¥a, o think me sen f policeman wodn't 
be sick a flat as that nother ; bnt gooa on, Jack. 

Jack — "Wa, then, Jooa Guzzle says at iwera 
bodda's Iaffin at it. An if they are, what does 
that prove ? loft at it hecos it pleeased me, be 
fiUin me we hopes that ere long drunkenness 
would be no longer practised in this Christian 
country ; others laff at it because they think it a 
silly Bill ; and some feign to laff, who at the same 
time are afraid of losingtheirtratBc; but after all, 
it is much easier to laff at a Bill than to prove it 
unreasonable : it must take a man of some parts 
to show by a process of reasoning that any new 
project will or will not succeed; bnt any idiot 
may laff, although he may not be able to advance 
one single step in any argument whatever. Tee, 
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and many, who wish to be thought wise men find 
it more convenient to laff at an argument than to 
refute it. Well, then, Jooa seems to think at he's 
a reit to get drunk onna toime when he's a 
moind ; nan. o Bay he hasn't. He's nooa business 
to get drunk at all, becos a man wot' s drunk is a 
nuisance to society. The man wot deprives his 
sen of the nee of his reason, is not fit for the 
company of reasonable beings. An habitual 
drunkard is a walking pest. His belly is like a 
Bwill-tub, an his flesh an bones are 'as foul as a 
rotten turnip. The stench of his besotted carcase 
is actually unbarable; he's neither fit for earth, 
heaven, nor hell ; he's a creature without com- 
parison, for he's neither like man, beast, nor 
dcwle — 

Ton — Houd, houd, Jack ; thah't layin t' sledge 
hammer on ; o cahnt stan it no longer ; thah's 
made me hate seet a me sen, onunast. For wot 
o think, o'll near get drunk no mooar; thah's 
changed moi opinion at Bill, oawer. 

Jack — But Harra Sap says it's unjust, becos,. 
says he, t' lanlords has spent so much money e 
makTrin alterations an accommodations for ther 
customers. O'm sure, Harra, thah't varra feelin. 
T' lanlords owt to be obliged to thee ; than'll 
get a glass for that, o'm shooar. But dusta think, 
Harra, at when these misery-makkers made 
these alteraehons, at they studdid thah interest 
or ther awn, eh? There can be little daht abaht 
this gueshton ; an let me tell the, at they were 
made with a shooar calkillation at sieh dupes as 
thee had pay for it? Well, then, Jack Swallow 
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thinks at thea'll be as much drunkenness when 
t' Bill's past as ther is nah. But o think not; 
for there's a many wot al get drunk, wot wodn't 
loik to gooa to't hoil for it; that's clear enuff. 
An, then, if a lanlord nobbat gets foind wonce 
for hawin a man drunk in his house, he'll tak 
care at that chap near gets drunk there agean ; 
that's anuther check. An, besoid, there al not 
be aboon won-aLxt at ale-asses at ther is nah, an 
nooa dramshops ; it al be all up -we that set. 
Sooa there al not be't meeans at there is nah. 
But Jack wants to kno wot's to become on his 
famala when he's it hoil. Frethe, Jack, wot 
becums a the famala when thah't drinkin three 
or four days a week, eh ? Wot dusta doo we the 
famala then, eh? Thah't varra uneasy abaht the 
famala then, ara't ta, eh ? can tell thee wot 
becums on em. Tha woife, wot wer wonce as 
bloomin a lass as iwer t' sun shoiued on, is nah 
reduced to a mere skeleton ; her squalid cheeks 
tell a tale of woe hardla to be utter'd, without 
wisbin she had never been horn, or cursing the 
hour when she gave herself away to one who 
makes her life intolerable. The childer ^re 
covered, an hardla covered, even with rags, an 
hofc pined to deeath, whilst thou art skulking 
at the ale-house, finding fault, to be sure, with 
the parliament men for niakkin bad laws, an not 
finding us wark enuff, when at same toime thah't 
to idle to doo hofe a wot ta has ; an there than. 
site we the poip e the cheek, an a stream of filthy 
slawer running down both sides a the besotted 
mahth, an the rags all bedaubed we rolling, loik 
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a pig, e the awn mack, a spectacle too ugly, too 
filthy, too loathsome, for human eyes to behold, 
without a shudder of disgust striking through 
one'B frame. There tbah site, quite ripe for any- 
thing horrid or abominable ; neither the tender 
entreaties of an affectionate wile, nor thy 
children's piercing cries for bread, can make the 
slightest impression on thy callous heart ; nothing 
but oaths and curses can escape thy slaky lips. 
What a mass of corruption — what a human muck- 
middin — what a sample a depravity, only to be 
seen on earth ! What al becnm a the famala 
when thah't e prison ? Good stars ! why, they 
will be a thousand times happier withaht the ; 
the wife ad bring the childer up comfortably but 
for thy drunkenness. Thah's popt all the awn 
clooas, an her's anole, an thah nocks her eyes up 
because shoo weau't foind thee summit else to 
swallow. Thah wears the Sunda clooas iwera 
day, an thah't forced to sit lounging uppat arston 
withaht shirt, whoile the woife weshes it. Thah's 
nobbut won pair a shoes, an thah't forced to tee 
em rahnd the ankles ; an thah get the coit sleeve 
torn off tuther neet in a lark, when thah owt to 
been e bed. An thah wants to know wot's to 

becum a the famala, eh ? Aye, aye, thah must 

be troubled abaht the famala ! 

Jack Swallow — It's all true ; but thah didn't 

owt to let lo'se a that fashion : but o'st be loik 

to alter. 

Jack — The next objection is, says Tom Swipes, 

f Jerry shops are to be closed at eight o'clock, 

we arn't to have a point after we'n dun. yes. 
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you may : brew yerself , Tom ; yo'll get it for hofe 
at price, and ten times better. But it's my 
opinion you would be much better without any ; 
however, at onna rate, you'll be better without 
Jerry shop ale. Well, then, another evil in thia 
drunken Bill is that these shops are to be closed 
on Sundays. This is the best bit abaht it ; for to 
see a man drunk at week-days is bad onufl", but 
to see a fellow come rolling drunk on s Sunda 
mornin (when others are just going to the house 
of God), reeling and staggering about from one 
side of the path to the other, insulting every one 
wot his heavy eyes can get a lazy look at, ie a 
crime doubly sinful ; it is a direct insult to all 
law both human and divine. But how much 
more reasonable would it be if men, instead of 
visiting the gin-shop on a Sunda mornin, would 
repair to some place of devotion, there to mingle 
their praises to that God who is the author of 
their existence, who has blest them with all the 
comforts of life, and made such ample provision 
for their present and eternal welfare. This 
would be something like rationality ; and were 
this the constant practice of men, those infernal 
haunts of vice, the gin-shops, would soon become 
extinct, sobriety would take the place of drunk- 
enness, and a great moral reformation would be 
the consequence. 

Bllla — It's no yuse tokin, mun ; his Bill's not 
practicable, an besoide, countra's not prepared 
for it. 

Jack — Well, but' wot part at Bill is it at's not 
practicable ? 
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Billa — Whoj, it's all on it not practicable. 

■Ti.cE — But how dusta know — by what process 
of reasoning can ta prove it ? 

B nxA — Whoy, becos iwera body says at hah 
it isn't. 

Jack — But it offens happens at wot iwera 
body says is a loi. Dusn't than know, Bill, at 
'they say' is t' first word of a loi? Besoide, thah 
shud niwer black a man's character we heearsay 
tales; thah shud awlis hear and see for the sen, 
an then thah can exercise the awn judgment 
uppat case. mun have it proved before o can 
believe it. 

B tt.t.a — "Well, o don't care wot ta says, o'm 
shooar it isn't. 

Jack — But if thah cahut prove it is sooa, thah'd 
better houd the noise. Hah dusta know it's 
impracticable ? 

Billa — Whoy, becos it is. 

Jack — ' "Whoy, becos it is ! ' This is a general 
argument against this drunken Bill. If we ask a 
score of fellows why the Bill is impracticable, we 
get a similar answer, ' Whoy, becos it is ! ' But 
prethe, Billa, is it impracticable to give up selling 
small quantities of spirits on the premises, or to 
shut up these dens of destruction on the Sabbath- 
day, or to close beor shops at eight o'clock at 
neet, or to sell the licenses to the highest bidder 
— which would prevent favouritism — are these 
things impracticable ? To me, at least, they seem 
easy enuff to be done. 

Billa — Abber, o near lookt at it a that road. 
But that ma depend on it countra's not ready for 
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it. He wants ta do too much at wonce, num. 

Jack — Can a man do too much to remove the 
greatest evil that ever cursed the land ? Drunk- 
enness is the crying sin of England, and the man. 
who employs his time and talents (as Buckingham 
has done) for its removal, is an honour to his 
country. To hear sich men as thee, Billa, make 
rich objections, is not so much to be wondered at ; 
but to hear men who profess to be the followers 
of Jesus Christ telling the world that the people 
are not prepared for the removal of drunkenness, 
is a sickner. Then it appears that drunkenness 
is necessary a little longer yet ; and although a 
remedy might be found, the country's not 
prepared for it. What do they mean ? 

Billa — Whoy, they mean at hah he ahud ha 
dun it by degrees. 

Jack — Yes, just as men get drunk by degrees. 
But o think that half measures al niwer do any 
good e this case ; it must be a regular sweeper to 
upset drunkenness. It is a desperate case, and 
requires severe treatment. Suppose a man 
attacked by the cholera, and the physician, seeing 
it to be a desperate ease, orders mustard plasters 
to be applied to his body, and his friends tell the 
medical gentleman that the patient is not prepared 
for it ; what would he say, or what would he 
think of such conduct ? 

Tom — "Whoy, he'd say they wanted him to dee. 

Jack — Tea, and he most certainly would dee, 
by degrees anole. Drunkenness, then, is a moral 
cholera ; and it will require a mighty effort to 
remove it. But I grant there are some who are 
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not prepared for it. It is a fact that a person 
Buirl he would, risk hell for drink : he was not 
prepared for it. The gin and spirit sellers, whose 
traffic brings on individuals and families an over- 
whelming flood of misery and distress, axe not 
prepared for it. The drunkard, the debauchee, 
and the prostitute are not ready for it. Bat who 
are prepared for it? Every sober, honest, and 
industrious man ; every one who has the fear of 
God before his eyes. These are prepared for it. 
And ask the children of the drunkard ; ask his 
wretched, ragged, and all hut murdered wife; 
ask the mother, driven to desperation by the 
execution of her dissipated son, and the orphan, 
made so by the untimely death of drunken 
parents ; ask the convict, who broke the laws 
of hiB country in a state of intoxication ; ask 
the emaciated youth, whose vicious life has 
stretched him on a bed of sickness, with the 
certainty of death before his eyes, and the more 
fearful expectation of hell in a future state, 
as the just reward of bis infatuation (for the 
word of God informs us that drunkards shall 
not inherit the kingdom of heaven) — ask these, 
then, if they are prepared for it. What, 
then, will religious men still affirm that the 
country's not prepared for it ? ' Let a blush 
of shame redden their cheek, and a sigh of 
repentance heave their breast for ever having 
uttered a sentence bo cruel and so untrue. 

Ton — O'll ne'er say nowt agean him na 
mooar. 

J act Swallow — Hot me nother. 
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Hub* — Abodda wer in a passion. 

Bill*— O think different o't Bill nah ; but 
still o think it al not pass. 

Jooa — kno his Bill's agean mo habits ; but 
he'st haTe mo vooat, cum when he will. 
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Bella Slape — Hesta seen that letter at wet e 
Vila's winder, Bil, abaht Buckingham ? beooe « 
understand he Bays at hah we're all on us a pack 
a thickheeads a She wild. 

Bed Heftpoip — Thah't shooar he sed sooa, ahr 
ta, Billa? 

Billa — Wa, o heeard a ehap say sooa wot red 
it, an menni a won besoide. 

Bil — Abbut, he near sed nowt at sooat. Wot 
he sed wcr smnmat else. As near as o can 
remember, he sed as hah iwera parliament man 
owt to be aa much superior to his constituents e 
legislative knowledge as a fath'er is to his childer, 
or a schooil-mester to his scholars; an o think 
sooa anole. He must have a muddy set a brains 
at studies politics ommast ail his loife, an yet 
kno's no mooar abaht good or bad government, 
woise nor foolish laws, nor a workin man. But 
still, he dusn't say at iwera legislator is sooa, 
but at they owt to be. 
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' Bella — Bat o reckon ho meeans ta say at he is. 

Btt — If he dosn't mean to say sooa, o do. 
Prethe, -wot did onno on ub kno abaht t' East 
Inda Company's monoppola befooar he cum an 
tell'd us ; an wot did we krto abaht duties of a 
legislator befooar he informed us it Muaio Hall? 
An whooa'll iwer forget him peppering Eneas 
Macdonald ? Eneas niwer will ; an o'll venter 
to say, at wot he sed that afternoon, proved at 
he'd mooar knowledge abaht that subject than 
all t' politishons e Shewild pnt together. But 
whooa's cummin ? 

Jooa Guzzle — it's Lusha — drunk ageean. 

Bit, — It puts me abaht, Lusha, to kno hah thai 
carries on ; thah's been drank iwera day for a 
fortnit, an near struckn a Btrooak ; an thah kno's 
we want t' knoivea to finish, an the meater wants 
to liwer em ; but it's ten to won but ho'll get t' 
order cahntermahnded nah. 

Lusha — Dusta houd owt, Billa, o want anuther 
jill, au then o'll gooa to me wark. Match 'me 
this hopena, witta P 

Bn — If ta arn't off, Lusha, varra Booin, o'll 
thro thee it goit, thah idle scamp. They toke 
abaht groinders (an we kno they're bad enuff, 
sum on em), but they're nobbada where thah 
oums. There's nowt at thah'll not do for ale. 
Thah't the mooast infamous loiar at iwer existed; 
thah went last week to yore meater, an teld him 
1 the woife wer e labor, an thah wanted ten shillui 
to get summat to mak her cumfortable we. 
dear aye, shoo's sum cumfort we thee, shoo has: 
but thah cudn't oum. it ; he kno'd his man. An 
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then, thah set off to't Funeral Club, an teld em 
the woife wer deead, an thah pretended to rooar, 
didn't ta? Bat that's not dun we that yit. 
And becos thah oudn't cum n other a these points, 
thah went hooam, an whoil the woife went ant 
to beg a morsel a bread for't ohilder, thah fetcht 
bed an pawned it for seven shillin, an the woife 
an three childer's been fooast to lig nppat straw 
iwer sin ; an nah there gone to't warkass, an if 
thah dosn't cut thah mun gooa for a mouth— ~ 
but here he cums; it's all up nah — (Constable 
tome* in, with Luetic! s wife's father. J 

Constable — Cum, Lusha, thah mun gooa we 
me ; that'll get it this time. 

Father — Of all the disgusting objects that 
ever came in contact with my vision, thou art the 
most hateful. Thou hast a human form, 'tis true, 
but there is nothing else about thee worth the. 
name. Thou art completely stultified, and com- 
pletely lost to all sense either of shame, honour, 
or consistency. Not a single feeling of love or 
affection is ever kindled in thy breast, no, not to 
the dearest friend thou hast on earth. Thy life 
is loathsome, even to thyself ; and thy vicious 
appetite has rendered thee incapable of ever 
extricating thyself from the absolute power of a 
tyrant, whose influence increases upon thee the 
longer thou art governed by him. That un- 
quenchable thirst for ale which possesses thee 
has stript thee of every thing like rationality, so 
that thy present state, wretched as it is, excites 
no feelings of contrition in thy heart. Admonition 
is lost upon thee ; it is like throwing a spark into 
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a sink of filth and nsstiness, only to be ex- 
tinguished the moment it falls. Thou hast mixed 
up with thy composition a poisonous infusion 
which will prey upon thy vitals as insidiously, 
yet as securely, as the blood-sucking vampyre. 
Thou livest, hated and hating, and (if grace 
prevent not) thou wilt die unlamented, and thy 
children will dance thee to thy grave. 

■Constable — I think I don't need to hopple 
thee ; than can hardly walk, much more run 
away. Come on, my lad, thah'll he sober when 
thah's been a neet under t' clock. (ComtalU 
takes him away.) 

Jack — This is a stiffner, oawer. Whooa'd 
iwer a thowt at onna chap ad a dun wot he's 
dun for ale. 

TTmH* Sap — A man, we'n seen many a plate 
at thah kno's nowt abaht. 

Jack — Cum, then, let's have sum on em. 

Billa — wonce seed a chap at ad chew 
brokken glass till t' blood ran aht on his mahth 
a streeam for a point a ale ; an o've seen two chaps 
gooa aht on a ale-ass into a pop-shop, an one on 
em pawn his shoes often his feet, jump upps 
tuthcr chap's back, an ride hack to't ale-ass, an 
spend t' brass. 

Jooa — wonce seed three on em tee a hofe- 
briok up e brahn paper, an put a knoif at ahtsoid, 
an sell em to a Irishman for hofe a grooas a 
knoives ; an o kno a woman at pawn'd her shift, 
sell'd froin pan an smoothin iron, cut bottom at 
bed oppen, took feathers aht an sell'd em to raise 
money for ale ; an shoo wonce teed a sheet rahnd 
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her bodda, as her husband mntn't see at shoo had 
■cwt, an pawned that. 

Ton — Abbur, o kno a better plate nor onnu o 
them, at wor made sin Crisamas, uppat Mooar. 
Ther wer f oivo on em ; well, then, two on em 
vent into an ond hahce, and one pull'd his 
. trahsers off, a varra good pair anole, an there he 
sat in a corner hofe starred to deeath, whoile 
tuther lot went an pawned em for foive flhillin. 
Wa, then, they set off to a clock makker, at sell'd 
docks for foive ahUlin f forst payment, an a 
shillin a week after. They got a clook, went 
an popt that for fifteen shillin, then went an lo'sed 
chap's thahsen, an took em to't ond hahce, an 
then they'd ten shillin to spend. OVe seen a 
woman sell her bonnet for tuppence-hopena, an o 
kno two chape at nockt ther vices up an pawned 
them for ale ; an o've knone chaps, mooar nor 
wonce, get a looad a coils o ther mester, an order 
em to be liver' d at a ale-ass for a shillin or two 
less nor they cost, for hofe money an hofe ale. 

Host — kno a chap at listed for't sake of a 
shillin to get some ale, an at after wor fooast to 
pawn a suit of olooas to raise money to pay smart 
we? he wor a sharp an, worn't he? O've seen 
a pensioner pawn his affidavy, an o've seen 
another get beef stakes a strap, an sell em for ale; 
o've seen steel left for ale, an o've seen a fellow 
poll his shirt oft, an sell that for ale ; an o've seen 
breead sell'd hot aht at oven for ale. 

Jack Swaxlow — Wa, bat o kno on a dacent 
plate or two. kno a ond lass at went to a dram 
shop for a bottle a gin, an moind ya, ahoo'd two 
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bottlas in her basket, an won wer filled we waiter, 
an when t' chap ad filled her battle we gin, shotf 
took it, put it into't basket, an pnllin tuther 
ant rather in a hurry, shoo sad, "0 dear, just let 
me leave it here whoile o gooa.it market, an then 
o'U call an pay for it." " yea, to be sure," aed 
t' waiter, "we'll take care of it." An boo* he 
did, for shoo ne'er fetcht it. 0' ve knone a chap 
gooa hooam, after he'd been drinking a week, to 
pay his woif e till ehoo'd get him a shillin at shoo'd 
getn be washin ; an as for poppin coita, hate^ 
shoes, an sich loik, that's an iwera day job. 

Bil— OVe had it tell'd me for a truth, at ■ 
chap had been drrakin for a fortnit, an durin 
that toime one on hia childer fell badla. His 
iroife went an told him many a toime at it wer 
loikla to dee, but he wodn't move. In a day or 
two it deed, and one at childer went to toll him 
that, but he wodn't leave his lush. Well* just 
when his woife had getn iwera thing redda for 
berrin t' choild, in he cume, take coffin off at 
table, sets it onto't flooar, sams table up, take it 
away, an pope it for mooar ale. 

Jack Swallow— See the, Jooa, here's FnddWa 
lass hringin eum wark on her ahoolder; hah'» 
that, o wundar ? 

Jom.— Ahr ta fooast to carry t' work th© sen, 
lass ? wof ■ ta dun we't jaokase — hag he gets, it 
pinfoud, or hah? 

Labs — Nou, he's not it pinfoud an Q km <M* 
but he's disappeared. 

Jooa — TTot, has he flown away, than? 

Lais — Nou, he's nobbnt a unloikly bud to floi. 



:.C.OOylC 



THE SHEFFIELD MALECT. 123 

Jooa — Wa, wot's becum'd on him, then ; let's 
beknoin. 

Labs — Well, if o mun tell ya t' truth. — me 
fath-er's swallow'd him. 

Jooa — The fath-er's swallow'd him ! He must 
have a rare -wide gullet; hah did he get him 
data? 

■ Lam — 0, he melted him, an he vent dahn he 
degrees! 

Bil — See the, Jack, here's Dr. Letsom's list of 
the effects of drunkenness: — idleness, peevish- 
ness, quarrelling, fighting, lying, swearing, 
obscenity, swindling, perjury, burglary, murder, 
and suicide. Drunkenness brings on sickness, 
puking, and tremors in the hands in the morning; 
bloatedness, inflamed eyes, red 'face, sore and 
swelled legs, jaundice, pains in the limbs, and 
burning in the palms of the hands and soles of 
the feet, dropsy, epilepsy, melancholy, madness, 
palsy, apoplexy, death ; and is punished by debt, 
black eyes, broken bones, rags, hunger, hospital, 
poorhouse, gaol, whipping, the hulks, Botany 
Bay, the gallows. 

Jack — After this, I would ask again, whether 
society is not prepared for a bill, the principles 
of which, strike at the root of all these calamities? 

Billa — But then, they foiud fault we Buck- 
ingham limWn t' number a public bailees. 

Jack — 0, it ad mak em mooar respectable, an 
less liable to encourage drunkenness ; an besoide, 
we sliud happen get ale we not quoite so menny 



. Toh — Wot dusta meean be trimmins e ale 7 
neear heeard tell a that bef ooar. 
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Jack— 0, thai sand ha heeaxd Pollard when 
he wor here, an then thah'd a kutme w«t 
teimiaiaawo)'; hut o'U tell the wot hesed. Ton 
a these torn an jerry chape sent » soto to ■ 
droggirt for tamtsim far two pecks of malt. 
The druggist sent; wot he thought was the osder, 
an the man brewed, an he gave t' grains to two 
fat pigs, which killed am booath. The man went 
to't druggist an tell'd him he must a sent him 
wrong stuff, for't grama had poisoned hie pigs. 
The druggist lookt at the note, and found he had 
given him trimmins for two packs of malt instead 
of two peoks. Eightaenpenneth a trimmins al 
mak as much ale as a seek a malt : an this a 
home-brew'd ale. 

Tom — An wot'e trimmins, prethe ? 

Jack — Henbane seed, grains a paradise, vitriol, 
opium, tobacco, an neb loik poisonous stuff. 
kno a woman at sent to a certain ale-ass e this 
tahn for a j ill a ale, an it made her so drank at 
her husband wor fooast to help hep up stairs to 
bed. 

Bn, — See the, Tom, here's f comfort* of a 
drunken man, here, copied from the window of 
J. Nicholson, Bolton, a reformed drunkard, "A 
weary body, bitter belching*, red and inflamed 
•yea, very drowsy, headache, dry lips, parched 
throat, little appetite, wants some ale or spirits, 
no money, credit gone, landlady very saucy, wife 
crying — now scolding—then swearing, obildrsn 
dirty, fire low, shivering with cold, shop bill not 
paid, clothes pawned, employment lost, character 
gone, cannot face the overseers, no demand for 
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soldiers, neither money nor clothes to tramp with; 
wo resource but these — a rope, a knife, or a pit." 
' To* — Well, lie's miserable enuff, o'm sb-ooar. 
Wot fools we are to bring all this misery on us' 
■ens for't sake a ale ; but o'll join t' Temperance 
flodety before o'm a day ouder. 

Btlla— -Will ta be a tee-totaler, Tom? 

TTabpa — 0, he's not prepared for a tee-totaler; 
be'd better soign t' moderate pledge, an then he 
can ha a point when he loiks. 

Jooa — Aye, to be shooar, he mun ha wot al do 
him good; he dusn't need to get drunk, yo 
kno'ne. 

Jack Swallow — He would be soft to be a tee- 
totaler; besoide, it's not a loikla thing at a chap 
wot's been ya'st to have ale iwera day, an get 
drunk ivrera week, could leave it off all at once; 
it's not practicable. 

Billa — Sou, nou, it al he troin to do ta much 
at wonce. 

Tom— O'U teUya wot o think abaht it: othink 
o niwer felt better prepared for it e all me life, 
for o feel quoite determined nlrver to taste owt 
onn& mooar at al mak me drunk. 

Bn, — Stick to that, oud lad, an thah'll be a . 
happy man. Let 'Never touch, lade,' be the 
motto. A firm resolution an perseverance is all 
af s necessary to prepare a drunkard for a tee- 
totaler. Hundreds have had sich resolutions, an 
hundreds are enjoyin t' benefits on it nah ; an 
whoy not thee ? 

Jack — Thah mut just as weel ask an habitual 
drunkard to get drunk agean, as to ask him to 
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soign t' moderate pledge. This is just such lika 
jargon as is browt agean Mr. Buckingham's Bill 
Brx — believe e me Tery soul, at that Bill, if 
pass'd into a lav, together wit exertions at 
Temperance Societies, ad produce mooar happiness 
e this count™ nor onna Bill at's passed t' Hahoe 
a Commons for't last century. 
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Bn. Hejtpoif — Nah., Jack, hall ahr ta ; o 
hooap thah't better after the journey ; hah dusta 
loik Cleethorpea P 

Jack Whebmwarf — 0, o'ni a good deal hotter, 
lad, an o loik CleethorpeB rarela ; it's a proime 
place to gooa too ; cockles grows there, mun ; o 
think we get aboon a peek t' same day o get 
there. 

Bn, — Wot oooach did ta gooa by P 

Jack — Whoy, thah'd na kaahon to ox rich a 
quean-ton as that ; be t' Red Rover, to be shooar; 
o'st near gooa we nobbada else bnt Dan ; he's t' 
best an t' steddiest droiver uppat rooad ; an 
beaoido, o near seed him drunk e me loife, an he's 
awlis so cheerful an civil anole. 

Bn, — Aye, o believe he's a varra stedda droirer* 
4ii a sober chap anole ; an that's what he's loikt 
lor. 

Jaci — Hob's temperance chaps gerrin on I 
dusta kno ? 
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sum a these drunken politishons tells us as it it 
wom't for't publie-hahses ire shud be all kept e 
ignorance, becos it's thear they he&r'n all thai 
news. They're sharp ana, arn't they ? Nab, 
euppooas they read a daily paper, and spend six- 
pence a neet, that ad be three ahillin a week ; 
bat if foi ve on em ad join, they mnt have a paper 
for a penny a neet, that ad be hofe-a-crahn lees 
nor if they went to't ale-ass, an it ad save em t 1 
trouble a gettin drunk anole. 

Jam — Here's t' loif a Jooa Guzzle, here, Bil ; 
mnn e read it the 7 

Bn> — Hah, let's her it. 

Jact (reading) — The first thing that Jooa 
Guzzle can remember wor his being put e 
breeches, an t' second thing wor he get drunk at 
same day ; an after this his father need to tak 
him a walkin at Sundays, an call at ale-asses, to 
get a point a ale ; an while be wor very young 
lie became quite a drunkard. His father put him 
prentice to a tailor, an he wor a drunkard anolefe 
an boob, booath t' rooster an t' father an t' son wer 
all on em drunkards. Jooa had six ghiDJp & week 
for his board, which he regilarly spent e ale, &c., 
itvera week. "Wben he wor just turned fifteen, 
he ran away to Lunnun, get a good place a walk, 
fen here he spent mooast on his money we gain to 
balls an theatres, till his olooas began to be 
shabby ; he then begun a goin to ale-asses, an 
■kh loik low places. He got a foreman's plaW 
at two pahnd a week ; staid abaht six yew « 
Lmmun, an then ran away to Liverpool, where 
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mspeotabla Ion, at wor uncommonly weal 
clooathed ; but they hadn't been married long 
before he swallad em all, an then run away tat 
Lnnnun agean, an shoo followed him. He staid 
a Lnnnun this time just as long as he could get 
onna ale a strap ; for, said he, o endn't tnm t 1 
eorneT of a street but o met a ghost He then 
can away to Brighton, an tell'd a chap to tell his 
woife at he wor gone to Liverpool, an of coarse 
his woife went after him. In a bit a toime he 
left Brighton, an went back to Luonnn ; bnt not 
flndjtig his woife, he set off for Liverpool. His 
woife determined not to live we him onna mooar, 
bat his promisee of amendment caused her to troi 
bim agean. He then began business for his sen, 
an got so much trade that he employed two or 
three, journeymen ; but still he would have his 
loah, an one day he went we a friend to see his 
cousin, at wor a steward it Glasgow steam packet, 
where he got so beastly drank that he fell asleep, 
an cudn't be wakken'd, sooa they sailed away we 
aim drank as he wor. When he wakken'd next) 
mornin, he stared abaht Mm an wonder' d where 
he'd getten to : he wor in a snug little parlour 
he thowt, but where he wor he endn't tell. In 
a bit, oarver, t' captain com dahn — " "Well, my 
bey," said he, "do yon know where yon are thi* 
morning?" "Ho, sir," said he, "that o don't." 
" WelL" said the captain, " bnt you are on the 
l»ad to Glasgow." Well, thowt he, o'm in » 
jurist mess this time ; for he'd fifteen sorerina in 
his pocket, an he'd left his men withaht then? 
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male hie sen easy, an mak t' bast lie could ona 
bad job. In a while they reached: Glasgow, 
There be went ashore, an"t furat thing at he 
lbokt for war a ale-ass, an he worn't long afoosr 
be fan won, an in he went, got drunk, an some- 
sober man picked hia pocket of all his Boverins, 
and left him penny less. In this predicament the 
mester turned journeyman, an went to seek waik, 
when he met we sum on his Lunnun Bhopmatea, 
an instead a workin, they all took to drinkin for 
abaht a fortnit, but at last Jooa tired em all aid; 
an Booa he set off an cadged his way to Edin- 
burgh, and being a good workman he soon get 
wark. Here he began to visit what they call 
singing houses, called free an easy, an being a 
capital good singer, soon formed an acquaintance- 
with the principal men. He was much noticed 
by the Earl of Falkirk, and he soon found moans 
to get into the Earl's pocket, for he lent him a 
Boverin, and invited him to go out airing with 
him next morning; however, he went into another 
part of the city that night, got drunk, an got his 
pocket picked of all but sixpence -hopena ; with 
this, he set off uppa tramp agean, an in a while 
once more reached Liverpool. He agean went to 
his friends an made many fair promises, an they 
assisted him agean. "Well, he got on very well 
agean, bnt still he liked the lush, until at last he- 
sold some cloth belonging to some gentlemen wot 
he -wor going to mak some clothes for, an then 
he cut agean. He then went to Bristol, an from, 
there took a varra long rahnd till he came to. 
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Shewild ; here he got wark, an t' same day he 
got bo beastly drank that the person where he 
lodged at wouldn't have him in, till her wor 
persuaded be some on hie friends. He continued 
.to drink, all that week, an when he could get no 
more, he popt his boots to raise more ale ; an 
when he'd spent all t' money, he begun to wark 
—rat Sunday morning to be sure. At Monday he 
vent to't shop, met one at men, axt him to gooa 
and have an odd point, but he wouldn't ; at last 
he consented, an they continued drinlrin an odd 
point till ten o'clock at neet, an all t' next day. 
And at "Wednesday morning he went to hie wark; 
an dura t' day, one at men begun toting abaht 
Heater Pollard's Letter at Tahn Hall, uppa 
Temperance an taeh loik, an aed at hah he wer 
'gooin to ge another at Lancasterisn School, an 
aooft Jooa thowt he'd gooa'n hear what chap ad 
goto ta eay ; an «ooa he went, an the state*ia»t& 
mode he ]| eater Pollard came with nob force to 
Bis conscience, that he formed a resolution to 
■sign t' moderate pledge, an eooa he did ; bat, 
thowt he, if o tak won glass to do me good, o'at 
want two, as then three, an o'nt be drank agean, 
wo* o'U have- none at all ; an soee, h« ger up 
drinkin altogether- Abaht a forfeit after this, 
thea? w« a Temperance tea drinkin in Brunswick 
school-room, whoa? Jooa thowt he could loik to 
gooa ; but wot wor he to do ; he'd popt his boots, 
an his clooas worn't fit to be seen ; he'd nothex 
money nor credit; oawer, he borrowed some 
clooas a won at men, an away he went to Bruns- 
wick school, we a deteimiuation. to aoign t' 
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tee-total pledge ; an sooa he did, an's continued 
a steady man iwer sin. He soon feteht his boob 
dahn't spaht agcan, he bowt the clooas at he 
borrowed, an soon after he bowt an entire new 
suit, an then he paid all his ale shots off ; an in 
a little time after this, he sent some money home 
to his friends, that they mat mak matters up we 
them wot he'd defrauded afooar; an nan all 
things are made comfortable. He's nah in his 
reight moind; an oh Saturday, Jane 27th, he 
left Sherrild lor Liverpool, where he is now 
living as happy as ever he lived miserable, an 
there's iwera reason to believe at he is at present 
under very serious impressions. We will now 
ax those persons wot laff at Temperance societies, 
wot they thins: abaht this ? It is not a fiction, 
bat real fact; an this is not the only victory 
which has been won bi't exertions at Shewild 
Temperance Society. Thear's a chap wot'e livin 
e Sherrild at this toime, wot nivver had a hahoe 
on his awn to live in afooar he joined em ; his 
woife took a hahoe directly, an all t' fomitar they 
had to put in it wor two stooane, an they has em 
it cellar nah. Bat he soon get some famitnr an 
rich loik, an nah, booath him an his woife so 
childer are weel olothed an fed anolo, an ther 
hahce begins to look respectable. This is annthei 
laorel for't crahn at Temperanoe chaps. 
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A CONTRAST. 

Look en thit Picture and on that. 
THE DRUNKARD'S HOME. 



[flW into the house reeling drunk, but hat scarcely 

tat him. down before the wife, like tome fury, 

thut addresses him — ] 

"Wrra — A, thah clam-vengence rooag, whear's 
tfaah wage, pretha ? 

HtFRBABD — Hcrad yer noise. 

Wr>s — shahn't houd me noise, thah villand ! 
"Wbear are we to get summat to heit, thinka ta ? 
Childer's hof e poined to deeath, an thah cares no 
mooar abaht em, na mooar nor if they wer as 
menny dogs. 

Hbbbahd — Th-th-th-tha man pop s umma t. 

"Wife — Wot hare e to pop, scamp ? thah's tain 
all wo hun, long sin. It's not a month sin ta 
popt bed elooas ; an last week thah ran away we 
little Bill's shoes an pawned them for a shillin, 
an t' poor little fellow (hert the ttart roll down 
her cheeks) has been forced to go barefoot. Look 
at him, anfeeling wretch, as ta art 1 wish ta 
wer drahaded e ale. Bur o'U see wot t' overseers 
aays it mornin. 

Husband — Ge-ge-ge-ge-get as summat to heit, 
or o'st mak ya jump just nah. 

Was — wad if o thowt it ad choke the. 

Hussars— Gooa an — hiccup — get sum a strap. 
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Wm — Gooa the sen, thah swine ! thah't ore 
t' heead an eats e debt nah ; t' grooacer's had 
oowt this fortnit, an there's four pahnd on beeoid; 
thah't ready for't jail, an o wish ta wer in, au 
niwer ta cum aht no mooar. 

Hubbajtd — "Wot do o care f fetch us summat to 
heit, er o'll nook yer een up, ya . 

Wife fin apastionj — O'll see the stiff foist, 
thah drunken swine ! [He strikes her — she get a 
the poker — he knocks her down— she. screams 
murder — the children, almost frightened to death, 
are clinging to their mother — the neighbours get 
up— call the watchman — watchman rattles at the 
door 1 — cries of " He'll mnrder me," from within 
—the watchman breaks the door open — a regular 
scuffle ensues — the husband, with the poker 
which he' had wrenched from the feeble grasp 
of his half-famished wife, and the watchman, 
with his paddle, fighting i battle royal— a few 
spankers about his oars — takes him off to the 
watch-house — the horrid scene is over ; and all 
this is the effect of drunkenness !] 



THE HOME OF THE PIOUS 
TEMPERA NCR MAN. 



Every thing neat and clean — a handsome sob 
— hair-bottomed chairs — carpet uppat floor it 
tuther room — mahogany chest of drawers it 
chamber— beautiful clock — good feather beds— 
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& fall eubbard — a ratlin big ham an a flick a 
baton bangs up agean t' wall — a bag a flour up 
stairs, an a thumpin cheese it cellar. They don't 
gooa to't grooaoer, an say, ""We'st pay ya for wot 
we han, to-neet ; " nan, nou, their's is awlis 
ready money — they'n niwer to gooa it three-week 
street* — niwer bothered wit baileys — nooa rent 
bad — nooa customers at the pop-shop — nooa sittin 
up all t' neet, waitin of a drunken husband — 
nooa nightly brawls to disturb the peaceful 
slumbers of pious neighbours — no cries of murder 
are ever heard here — no black eyes or broken 
bones — no ragged and half-starved children — no 
curses are exchanged between husband and wife, 
until oaths are ended with blows — no skulking 
in the house all t' day of a Bnnday, with a head 
fit to split from a drunken debauch the night 
before. No, no ! the father has three suits : one 
to work in, another for neets, an tuther for 
Sundays — his smiling wife is seen occasionally 
in a silken dress, and has lots a others laid by ; 
hut mind, they've niwer been to my uncle's. 
Here are six young immortals, four of which go 
to school every day, and are not permitted to 
gallop the streets on a Sunday, bnt are neatly 
dressed in beautiful blue, and like as many little 
angels, are seen walking to the house of God, to 
mingle their praises to the God whom their 
parents have taught them to honour; and at 
night the father calls them together, they read, 
they sing, and then the father prays, and they 
sweetly retire to rest. And these are the blessings 
of pione temperance ! 

•The Court. 

o,Googk 
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THE GOSSIPS. 



" "Whoso findeth a wife findeth. a good thing," 
Bays Solomon (but o reckon he meant if he fan a 
good an) ; an aooa we're of opinion at a beautiful 
virtuous woife is just luvliest seet e all God'a 
creation. When we think, for instance, of stch 
splendid mind-stars as Mrs. Hemans, Hannah 
Moore, an sich loik as them, we actually forget 
at it wer possible for women to do anything but 
please. Oawer, we're quoite shooar at if we'd 
had ahr existence in a higher rank of life, wa 
niwer could a believed one-hofe a wot we're balm 
to tell. A mother's influence in her family is 
universal, and, therefore, if she. be virtuous, her 
childer will be lovely, and she will be loving and 
beloved by all around her ; but if ahe be a idle, 
ill-temp er'd gossip, wot loiks to moind other 
fooaks's business, and neglect her awn, why then 
it's all up for happiness there ; her childer will 
be clownish, ragged, an dirta; her house will be 
just loik a Irishman's wig, all in a uprooar ; bar 
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husband will seldom be seen nppcn his awn. 
arston ; an " woe be to the man that dusn't loik 
bis arston next best to bis woife, an his woife 
beat of all ; it wer better for him if be had ne'er 
been marrid." Juat think for a minnit of a poor 
fellow cummin hooam throo a hard day's wark at 
eight, or it may be noine o'clock at neet, bis 
woife gone abt as usual, childer kicking up a 
tow, foire ommast abt, an thear's nother a bit a 
sooap nor. a sup a waiter for him to wesh him 
we. Being completely maddled, he sets off to't 
ale-ass, an gets drunk ; and that's the consequence 
of his woife's gossipin. As for us sens, we'd 
rather be exiled to Juan Fernandez nor be teed 
to eioh vixens as these. An as to tokin abaht 
onrin em, whoy,-it'a all fudge; for thear's uooa- 
flzzick within t' raich a human skill wot can do 
it; an we think sf" when a chap's getn a idle, 
gossipin, ill-temper'd woife, his misery's Just 
complete. Of all the distressin objects which a 
depraved world can possibly present, the poor 
fellow wot's hamper'd we a crater a this sooart 
has by far the strongest claims nppa ahr sympathy. 
We may pity the wretoh, but how to advise we 
know not. Oh, says one, if o'd a woife a that 
sooart, o'd do t' same as t' tubthnmper did — o'd 
hoop her. dear aye ; not-kin a woman abaht, 
an exchangin curses it Beet an hearin at childer, 
must have a gloriously happy tendency. Tee, 
yes, there's a rectifying influence e black eyes, 
adder say ! Nonsense ! the man wot beats bis 
woife's a monster of the mooast monstrous kind. 
An sooa nan we'll introduce ya to't arston a 
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Dolly Doolittle, whear yo'll see t' table an t' 
chairs euwer'd all o'er we dust ; t' sinkston full 
a pots an plates unwesht ; t' asgnook full a 
cowks; potter, tongs, scummer, an fender as 
rusta as oud horse shoos ; kettle uppat range end 
withaht watter in, an a posnet it assnook ; a 
chair here, an a stool tippled o'er yonder ; tiro 
candlesticks stannin nppat cornish we as much 
greeas uppat soides as ad greeas t' shoos for a 
month; t' hahce floor just loikt insoide of a 
chandler's shop. Dolly sits in a oud rockin- 
ohair, wit bottom etuftt we rags, her elbers uppen 
her knees, an her poipe in her cheek ; her cap's 
just culler of a dirta candle, an her gahn, wot's 
uubutten'dbehint'snooa culler at all. But wot's 
t' mooast disgusting of all besoide is t' sicknin 
sect of her dirta heals throo t' rents of her equally 
dirta stock ins. Her chamber's just loik an oud 
clooas shop ; here's two or three squares aht at 
wiuda, into which oud rage are stout — in a word, 
iwera thing booath up an dahn 's all confusion. 
(In comet Dinah Dublhlung.) 

Dinah Duebletuhg — So'n not getn clean'd 
up yit, o see, Dolla. 

Dollx Dooltttle — Now, wumman, o'm shooar 
here's na dooin no wt whear thear's a ynug choild 
to nurse ; it's won bodda'a wark, o'm sartm. 
Ea-leo, o'm niwer offa me feet throo mornin to 
neet, an o fettle, fettle, fettle, an scrub, scrub, 
scrub, an o don't see at o'm onna forrader. 

Dinah — Wa, wumman, wet's t' ynse a fettlin 
so much ? a bodda's na better thowt on for it. 
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Sin ya heoard at Pan Thrifta's bahn tubbe 
marrid? 

Dollt — Wot iwer dun ya tell me! whoy, 
ahoo's not sixteen yit. 

Dinah — "Webbut, t' mutner says shoo's ommart 
noineteen ; but let that be as it will, it's true 
enuff, becos o had it teld me aa a secret be one 
wot knode all ababt it, an o can tell ya whuoa it 
wor, but yo mon't say newt. 

Dollt — A bless ya, nou, o'd be sorry to 
mention it. 

Ddtah — Whoy, it wer Manna Frumper wot 
teld me, but o promist her o'd say nowt, yo 
kno'n — bat shoo's here ; whisht, whisht ! 

Dolly — Nah, mo lass, bah ahr ya to-day ? sit 
ya dahn an get a bit a baeca. We'n heeard a 
varra queer tale this momin, Nanna, but o think 
it cahnt be true. 

Namhy Fbthipee — Wot's it abaht, preya ? 

Dollt — Wboy, they sen at hah Pan Thrifta's 
bahn tubbe marrid. 

Hanky — Hah, mo lass, it's true waft, yo ma 
depend on't. To kno'n they think at chap's a 
bit a brass, an sooa they'll tak t' chonoe whoil 
they han it. can tell ya whooa teld me, becos 
oknoyo'll say nowt; o wudn'ttell iwera bodda,, 
yo kno'n. 

Dollt — We, wnmman, o shud niwer aay nowt, 
not o ; an Dinah wudn't, o think. 

Nahnt — Wa, then, as yo'n booath promist to 
say nowt, it wer Sally Slutterdish at o get me 
news throo, an o'll be bun f or't shoo kno's ; but 
o'll call her in, an Mally Mendnowt anole; 
they're booath gettin a bit a baeca. 

o,Googk 
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Doily — O'm shooar Fan Thrifts' a nowt at sooat 
as noincteen, becos shoo's jnst age a ahr Jooa, an 
he's — 0, they're here : sit ya dahn, mo lass ; 
torn t' stool up, Mally, an get intot comer, an 
ma yer sen comfortable. 

Dinah — Sally, we're just toldn abaht Fan 
Thrifta gooin tnbbe marrid ; ban yo heeard owt 
abaht it ? 

Sally Sluttermsk — A, bless ya, hah, it'e true 
ennff ; but o believe t' fath'er an muther kno's 
nowt abaht it: it's quoite a secret. Bntyoma 
depend it is sooa ; isn't it, think ya, Malla? 

MiiiLT Mkhbso-wt — A. dear, Wees yer soul, 
it's true emtff ; for o heeard at booath t' fath'er 
an t* muther wants tubbo shut on her, shoo's aieh 
a brute. 

Difah — Wu, that'a news, oawer, Malla; 
t' muther tell'd me shoo wer t' best lass at iwer 
atept e shoo leather. But o say, Salla, hah did 
yo get to kno, if it's a fair queshton ; for o abud 
loik to kno all abaht it. 

Sally — Wa, wumman, a cud tell ya, but 
shudn't loik ya to say at o've sed owt, becos yo 
kno'n, we're nature, an o wudn't ma na mischief 
fin^t world; but o believe it wer ahr Tom's woife's 
stater's husband's fath'er-e -law's brother's son's 
prentis lad's cuzzen wot heeard say sooa, an he 
tell'd Jinna Howdnowt, an shoo tell'd Bess Blab, 
an Bees tell'd Suke Slippytung, an Suke tell'd 
ond Dame Wagjaw, an t' oud dame tell'd Ruth 
Runagate, an Ruth tell'd me ; but if s quoite a 
secret. 

Nahht— Preya, Dolly, wofs becum'd a Lydda 
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Itftgood? shoo jnse to cum in an smook her 
Boip, but o hnvn't seen her e yore hahce o kno'nt 
whet; fcahisitf 

: DotiT-r-Wot'n y» been dooin, wnmnan, at yo 
haVt heeard afooar nob P Shoo'a turned 
Mattedies, choild ; here's & strange alteration in 
her, oil ophtmd ya. Yo kno'n, shoo ne're ynaa 
to get up an a Sunda momin afooar noine o'clock, 
but nali shoo's up lie aix, an'a t' cbilder up an 
dreat, an'a off to't chapel be eight. An as for 
prayin, shoo's at it all along; ahoo prays it 
taornin as soon aa shoo gets aht a bed, an ahoo 
prays at noon, an then agean at iiect ; an ahoo'i 
at chapel as often as ivror shoo oan get at Sundas, 
an at class-meetin it week-neets. An wot aeema 
queerest, shoo's smittled owl Dicka, her fath'er- 
»-law, an setn him agate a prayin anole. ahud 
as sooin a thowt a ond Niokabore prayin as him, 
becos he awlia ynae to say so much agean em ; 
an o don't think at he wer iwer e o'ther chetch 
or chapel in his loif , withaht it wer at erissnina 
ar berrins, till latela, an nah he'd be no whear 
else. don't understand these things teitla. 

Sally — "Wa, o think thear dosn't need so much 
to do aboht it; if a bodda does that wot's reit, 
we'rt not be far irrang ; bnt for no part, o dooan't 
loik so mnch prayin an ahahtin. 

ILuaT — think Lydda's to hot to hond long ; 
■hoo mays to mnch an a thing on it. think if 
abodda's honnestich, an aich loik, thear needs 
aowt else. But Lydda's getn e bed, hasn't aha, 
Dinah? 
. Dikah — Hah, wumman, an getn abaht agean, 
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an a noist consarn it wor anole ; thear worn'* a 
sup a nother ram nor gin, nor nowt bat a sop a 
common ale for non on us. O've no nooation a 
sicha religion as that ; yo ma aooin be as good as 
her we all her prayin ; shoo's no better nor shoo 
land be. O've heeard a good bit ababt her a 
latela ; an besoide, o sent to borrow a sMUm on 
her V last week, an shoo portended shoo hadn't 
one to lend. It's noist religion, that, isn't it? 
it's noist luwin her nabur as shoo luvs her sen, 
isn't it, think ya ? Shoo's nobbut relidjus fort 
looaves and fishes ; not shoo, marra. An oil tall 
ya annther thing abaht her ; it shoo waint swore, 
shoo'll loi as fast as a horse can gallop, an shooll 
drink, anole when shoo can get it sloily, moiud 
that ; an o rayther think shoo's no honnister not 
t' rest onus. Shoo's a foine soooar on wit Scots- 
man, a kno shoo has, becoa Betty Longtung, mo 
aister-e-l&w, tell'd me all abaht it ; shoo's nowt 
but a 

At.t, — Houd, bond, Dinah; shoo's cummin. 

Ltdia Lovegood — Preya, Dolly, will ya help 
me in we this basket ? it's rayther too much 
forme. 

Dinah — A, Lydda, o'm glad to see ya abaht 
agcan ; dun ya feel pretta ataht, think ya ? an 
hah's t' lad, bless it ; it's mooast loik it i ath-er a 
onna yo ban. O'm glad to see ya look sa weeL 
Oil carry yer basket, Lydda, for o'm shooar yo'm 
not able ; o wunder at ya troin ; yo're to venter- 
som, wumman, yo'll be gcttin eond. Whoy didn't 
ya put ya eloth shawl on, an yer clogs? To 
kno'n second bahta is war nor t' farst, a geod 
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deeal. Bless ya, tak care a yer sen. Hah'e yer 
breast heeads, Lydda ? But o'll tak t' basket in. 
(Exit Dinah and Lydia.J 

Sally — Wot a two-faced crater yond is! owish 
Lydda kno'd bah shoo's been blacking hoc. 

Doily — Hab,wTuninan l Dinah's varraiiiallisfnl; 
if s all becos shoo wodn't lent shillra; an shoo's 
a tung to desave the d — 1 his sen. Bat here's 
Betta Longtung cummin ommast brussen ; here's 
sammat matter, o'm shooar. 

Bxztt LoBoxuun — A, Dolla ! a, Dolla ! Balla 
Smooker'e deead ! 

Maui — Bless me, Betta, wot dun ya say ! o 
seed her it street nobbut yesterda, gooin for sum 
bacca ; but that says no wt ; o hooap shoo'a better 
off ; shoo's had her share a trubble e this world. 
It's Tarra suddin too. 

. Dollt — Poor crater, hevren rest her soul! 
shoo wer a good nabur, an as honest as days is 
long. But o believe Jonna's kill'd her, for o 
heeard em say at mangle at he nockt her daha 
last Saturda neet, becos shoo'd smookt six ahnoe 
a bacca last week. 

Saixt — A, thatoudraseald ! o wish o had him, 
o'd cram t' dishclaht dahn his throit sum neet; 
{or he awlis sleeps we his mahth woide oppen. 

Majxt — An if shoo did smook six ahnce a 
bacca, wot's that for a wuuunan at "gees suck?" 
(thouls) Bah, Buth, hesta heeard at Balla 
Bmooker's deead this mornin ? 

Bern BuvAaAXE — Jfou, Ifalla, o'm not varra 
loikla, it's not ten minnits sin o seed her thro t' 
rowlin pin at Jorma's heead ; sooa o think shoo's 
nother deead nor fit to dee just yit. 
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Betty — "Wa, it's a rare good job ; it wer 7inna 
Houdnowt at tell'd me ; but oawer, o'll gooa'n 
see lid ah. 

8aij,t — A, Dolla, o seed Polla Faynowt yisterda 
at a criafmin, we a foine silk gahn on, an sieh a 
bonnet, ababt Baize an a cockle-shell, just stock 
at top on her heead ; shoo did look sich a orator ! 
all t' street wer up to look at her. knon't hah 
shoo gets all het foine clooas. 

Betty — Abber, o can tell ya. 

Sally — Wa, o shud loik to kno vastly ; o cahnt 
get em, an o've as much cummin in as shoo has, 
an rayther mooar, an o hayn't bo menna mahths to 
fill ; it's rayther odd. 

Betty — Thear'a nowt odd abaht it, not thear, 
marra : shoo gets them at Scotchman, an shoo 
ne'er pays nowt whoile they put her it cooart, 
an then sboo'll happen pay t' furst toime ; an in 
abaht six or eight months, he gooaa to't cooart 
to draw his brass, bnt he foinds shoo'e paid nowt 
in ; be orders a warrand aht, an that al happen 
be six munths afooar shoo gets it sarved on her; 
wa, then, shoo gooas to't Scotchman, an tells him 
at if he waint tak it be a shillin a week, when 
shoo's paid texpence at warrand, at Billa shall 
gooa to't jail. T' Scotchman thinks he'd better 
have it that way nor thro mooar after it, an sooa 
shoo geea him a nooat to pay it be a shillin a 
week, an shoo'll happen pay wonce or twice, an 
then shoo'll tell him he may put her it cooart 
agean if he loiks ; for shoo kno's it al be eight or 
ten munths Defooar he can cum on her agean. 
"Wa, then, he sarves a warrand for bodda or gnds, 
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an away shoo gooai to another Scotchman, an 
gets anuther lot, an Bella em or pawns em, an 
then pays off. 

Sally — Wa, an hah dust last chap get his 
brans? 

Ekitt — Whoy, just same as t' furst did ; an 
shoo, carries on a that way all along. 

Malli — wunder at Billa stans it. 

Bitty — A, bless ya, shoo'e t' mester; Billa 
daren't say a word to her ; shoo'd pull his ears 
as long as Ms lether appron it he wer to meddle, 
or say hofe a word. 

Dolly — Betta, did ya obsaire wot a black eye 
Bath Bunagate had? wnnder hah shoo's 

Beth — Whoy, their George geed it her : 
shoo'd been rnnnrn abaht ommast all t' afternooin 
one day, an in her hurry to get his drinkin off, 
shoo forgat to put sugar intot tay; sooa, when 
he cum hooam at neet he mumpt her. 

Mally — "Wot, for that bit ! whoy, o wonce 
kno'd Milla Huckythom send Job's drinkin it 
greeae pot, an he ne'er sed a word abaht it, 
nobbnt he sed he thowt it tasted plaguy naushus. 

Dolli — think yore nabur, Kitty Craffca, 
hasn't had na fits latela; has sha? 

Maixt — Hou, mo lass, Jonna Sharp cured her 
o fits; shoo'll ne'er ha na mooar, not shoo, marra. 

Dolly — Jonna Sharp? "Whoy, wot's he kno 
abaht fits ? Hah did he do ? He's a rare doctor 
if he can cure fits. 

Mat.t.y — Whoy, o'll tell ya. To seen, one day, 
Jooasa wanted sum munna for summat, an shoo 
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thrp'd her sen into a fit directla, an thear shoo 
laid sprottlin appat hahee fiooai, an Jonna Sharp 
happen'd to gooa in, an Jooasa tell'd him all 
abaht it, an he sed, o'll be bun to core her, if 
yo'U let me troi. O'd ge owt if ya end, sed 
Jooasa ; yo'st troi, an welcnm. Wa then, sed 
Jonna, fetch me a buokitful a waiter, witta, Jack, 
Sooa Jack fetcht watter, an Jonna took it an 
thro'd it all on to her as shoo laid nppat flooar, 
whoil shoo wer just loik a drahnded ratten ; an. 
sooa in a bit shoo cum abaht. Oawer, in abaht 
a fortnit shoo had annther ; sooa Jooasa sed b> 
Jack, thah man fetch a bucHt a watter, Jack, it 
brings her abaht soonist of owt. Sooa away went 
Jack for't watter, but befooar he get hack shoo 
wer as weel as iwer, an bIloo'h ne'er hod one sin. 

Dolly — A, wot a crater shoo is! wonder 
shoo isn't eieard a bein Btruckn deead ; but shoo'll 
ha no mooar, if that's t' way they Barren her. 

Naujty — A, Dolly, o've just unbethowt me; 
yore Sal's made a noist job on't : last neet shoo'd 
loiken'dasetnt'hahceafoir; shoo's made prattft 
wark wit flooar carpits ; o wunder hah shoo did 
not to set bed a foir. 

Dolly — "Whoy, wot's shoo been up too nab? 
here's rnimmut grand gooin off, o reckon. Shoo 
sartanla is won at idlest young qnaens at ivrer 
rung a dishclaht. 

Hamsy — "Whoy, mo lass, t' missis tell'd her to 
get t' warmin pan, an warm t' bed for't master, 
becos he's poorly ; an Sal get pan an put foir in, 
as t' missis tell'd her ; an when shoo get up stairs 
shoo didn't kno hah shoo wer to get it intot bed : 
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shoo thowt it ad daub t' bed if shoo put black 
send bottomest, an hah to ger it tamed o'er shoo 
didn't kno. Oawer, shoo managed a earn hah, 
an got it intot bed, wit pan lid bottomest ; an 
when shoo polled it aht at bed, aht went all t' 
oowks ontot floor, an thear wer rich a bed an 
flooar aa yo ne'er clapt yer eyes on. An as for, 
Sal, yo ma judge wot sooart'n a mess shoo wer 
in ; for e acrapin t' cowks up, shoo burnt her 
fingers in stoile. 

Dour — "Wa, ra-lee, o don't kn» wof s to be 
dun we her ; it's not so long sin t f missis made 
sum at noisiest custards at ivrer wor seen, an 
shoo happen'd to tell Sal to put a bit a pepper 
ontot top on em, an if t' soft an didn't gooa'n pnt 
keen pepper in em all, an spoilt em iwera won ; 
sooa o expect shoo'll torn her away nah. 

Nahht — Nay, nay ; Sal says shoo nobbut lafft 
when shoo tell'd her. 

Betty — Dun ya kno ha Jiiraa Smooker's choild 
is, Nanna? 

Nanitt — Whoy, mo lass, it's snmmat better 
nor it wor. 

Dotty — Wot's been t' matter we it ? O ne'er 
kno'd it ail'd owt. 

Nanmy — A, bless yer soul, wumman, it wer as 
near beein burnt to deeath as mays na matter. 

Dollt — Whoy, yo don't say sooa, dun ya? 
Preya, mo lase, hah did it happen ? 

Namnt — Wa, wnmman, shoo went aht to smook 
her poip, an left choild nppat flooar it care a little 
Bil, an Bil ran aht to play him, as childer will 
do, yo kno'n, an t' choild gat to't assnook (an 
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eboo ne'er has na leader dahn, 70 kno'ii), an it's 
thowt at enm hot cowks roll'd on to it frock, an 
set it afoir. Bat oawer, aa luok had have it, 
thear wer a man just gooin past at toime, an 
heeard it soreeamin aht, an intot hahce he ran, 
an lapt a seek rahnd it, an smother'd blaze aht. 

Dolly — A, wot a m&rcy I A, if it ad a been 
bont to deeath, ahud ne'er a forgeen me sen, if 
o'd a been her. Mails, preya rerik me them end 
stocking offat uyren door, an let's see it they're 
-worth mendin. 

Mai.t.t — O'd ne'er mend em, not o, raarra; yo'll 
use as much wnaaet o'er em aa ad fooit a pair; o 
ne'er mend nan, not o, mam.— A, ia that twelve 
o'clock ut' a struck ? if it ia, o man be off, for o'tb 
set'n watter on for't broth, an niwer putn t' 
meit in. ( Dotty' s husband semes in to Ms dinner, 
and they all out. J 

HuaBAint — Wot, isn't dinner redda yit? O'll 
tell the wot, o'll clear t' hoil a yond set when o 
catch em in agean. Here yo'n been spendin all 
t' forenoon e smokin an lyin an backbitin fooaks, 
an nab. o've to wait a me dinner gettin redda, 
Thah man alter, Dolly, or we'at not toke as won. 

Dolly — Wa, mo lad, it's nooa ynae tokin ; o 
cahn't do no mooar nor e can. Wot cau won 
pair a hands do, prethe, whear thear' a a young 
choild to norse ? havn't strength for it, Booa 
it's nooa yuse. An as for Malla an them, they 
hadn't been in aboon foive roiimits, aooa thah 
needn't say nowt abaht them ; if thah'd moind 
the awn wark, thah'd look as weel, o think, an 
not com hooam to black me when o'm dooin V 
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THE GOSSIPS. 



DINAH DTTBBLETTTira'S TAT DRINKDf. 



SceifB — Sammy Dubbletteng'g parlour. Three old 
women with their feet on the fender, and their 
chins on a level with the kettle tpout. Enter 
Sally Slutterdith. 

Dihah Dubblktuhs — Hah, Salla, hah ahx ya, 
wumman ? Cnm yer way f orrad ; here's Betta 
an Halla sinooking their poips, an Dolla an them. 
al he here enah. It's lessen Tuesda, yo kno'n; 
we're loik to keep it up. Lig yer shuggar an 
tay uppat shelf whear Malla's is ; yo'n getn sum 
fat-cake, o see. 

Mallt Mesdnowt — think thear's a plaguy 
gret noise it street ; isn't ther, Salla ? 
- 8aj.lt Swttbiidish — A, hless yer soul, thear's 
been eich a malak as yo ne'er seed e yer loil 
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Mallt — Then it's a rattler, o'll nphood the ; 
for o've seen menny a won, an's been e menny 
another. 

Sally — Webber, yo'd a splitten yer sen ommast 
if yo'd seen em. Thear wer Sal Seratchem, an 
Bess Bloater, an Lnce Luggem, an Nance Nip- 
keen, an Mogga Hnmpem, an oud DameKickshin's 
dowter ; they'd getn Muck Jooa dahn it sink 
hoil, an they did pepper his held, as it owt to be. 
Moi stars, yo cndn't tell wot he wer made on, for 
muck an blood. 

Betty Lonritthh- Wot's ho been np to, made 
em ssxve him aht that fray ? 

Sally — Whoy, mo lass, he's getn two looad a 
mnok away, an he waint pay em ; Booa they sed 
at hah they'd have it aht an his booans. 

Dinah — An sarve him reit ; becos o kno they'd 
depended nppat mock braes for a good fuddle 
to-day. Oawer, here's Dolly, an Ruth, an Palla, 
an Milla Muckythom all together. Com, mo 
lasses, sit ya dahn, if yo can foind owt to sit on. 

JIally— say, Palla, yo lookn rather rakish ; 
wor ya op late last neet ? 

Pally Payuowt— Hah, wumman, we went to't 
play, ahr chap and me ; he popt his watch an 
bowt us two tickets; hot yo mon't say nowt. 

Dinah — Pooh ! that's nowt ; o've kno'n Till 
Ward sell t' bred to gooa to't play we afoor nah; 
an o've getn a stooan a flahwer a strap an sell'd 
it me sen to gooa to't play we ; an wot' a onnabodda 
to doo we that? 

Dolly Dooutilh — An o kno'd a womman e ahr 
ood naburhood wot popt all her smoothin-hoions 
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to gooa we ; bnt for me Ben, o'd rather a popt 
em for mm sap. 

Dinah — O'm Tarra glad to see u $ all together 
agean, mo lasses, an o shud be gladder if we end 
raise asupabrahn creeamtonstay. Wotthinkn 
ya? we're all on us a set a hard-workin wimmin ; 
an o think at a toime loik this it's nowt bnt reit 
at we shud have a snp a aummat at's good ; yo 
kno'n, we don't gooa to't ale-ass to enjoy us sens, 
as t' men does : we're smothered np it hoil throo 
mornin to neet, an hardla iwer goes twenta yards 
throo ns awn dooar stooan, nobbnt when we 
gooan to't pop shop. "Wotfn ya say ; o end loik 
nun. 

Dolly — An sooa shnd o, Dinah ; it's a rare 
whoile sin o tasted mm ; o think o havn't had 
ahoon a point sin t' last liggin in. 

Salli — That's just to mo loikin ; hah much al 
doo, think ya ? 

Bkitt — Abaht a quart; o shnd think. Let's 
have a good fuddle for wonee ; ahr Bil's at 
ale-ass. 

Namsy Fbttopeb — An sooa is ahr Dick. Potter 
aht yer brass then, an Ruth shall fetch it. 

M hit Mucbtthoic — They tuk ahr's to't jail 
this mornin, yo kno'n ; o'm reit enuS ; we' at 
have none a his noise to-neet. 

Dolly — Marra, lass, but o have none, t' next 
thowt ; an o kno Dinah an Sella hasn't, becos o 
wanted to borrow sum to pay t' Hoiways we, an 
they had none, nother on em. 

Hally — Webbut, mo lasses, we'll not be fast, 
o'll pop ahr Jonna's Snnda clooas hirst Cum 
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the way, Ruth, on bring a bottle we the. (Exit 
Rutk and Malty. J 

Bsrrr — T' ond lass ia rare gam, isn't aha ? 

Dolly— Shoo ia ; bur o wudn't have Jonna to 
kno for a troifle ; he'd mak t' ond lass ring small 
if he foinds her aht ; he's rich a savage ond Turk. 
O kno he wonco loiken'd to brokken her ribs for 
nobbut just gerrin a bit fresh. 

Sally — 0, Jonna al ne'er kno, not he ; ire can 
all pay us shares a Setterda neet, an ond MaUa 
can fetch em dahn t' spaht ageaa, an Jonna al 
ne'er be't woiser. An, besoid, as Dinah says, 

whoy cahnt we enjoy us sens as weal as t' 

Ello, here's Malla cummin back ; wot's up, o 
wunder ? (Enter Ruth and Malty. ) 

Mallt — O've saved me sen t' trubble a poppin 
Jonna's clooas; o just unbethowt me o'd milk 
brass e me pocket, for two munths' milk; sooa 
o'll ge Euth that ; sooa they may wait anuther 
week an be hanged to em. 

Dm ah — Hotter an better ; well done, Malla. 

Betty — don't think it is ; for o heeard t' 
mflkmaa aay this momin at if Malla didn't pay 
to mom, at he wudn't let her hev na mooar milk ; 
an then Jonna ad foind at thear wer summat 
wrang. 

Vat.t. t — "Weel thowt on, Betta, lass. Cum, 
Buth, thah'st tak his black coit ; bring f bottle 
we the ; an thah man get fore shillin on it, and 
then bring t' rum, thah kno's. (Exit Euth and 
Molly. j 

Saxly — say, fooaks, han ya heeard owt a 
that book at summadi's made abaht us when we 
wer at Dolla's, that momin ? 
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Sxtft — Hah, mo lass, o've seen it, an it's f 
mooast abominablost loia in at e'er o seed e all me 
loif . It'a scandiUas hah it gooas on abaht Dolla'a 
fnznitor : it Bays t' einkston's awlis full a pots an 
plates nnwesht ; an at hah t' fender's awlis as 
rosta as oud horse shoos; an at shoo's two 
candleBtioks stans nppat cornish we as much. 
greeas nppat soides as ad greeas t' shoos for a 
munth ; but that's not hole, mo lass ; he owt 
tubbe ashamed on his Ben. 

Dolly — Wa, yo all kno'n that's a loi, beooa we 
han bat won plate an a ood crackfc dish ; an as 
for savin t' fender's rusta, whoy, that's all spoite, 
becos yo all kno'n we ha'n't won at all ; an as 
for hawin two candle sticks nppat cornish, that's 
as big a loi as tnther, for we'n nobbut won, an it 
awlis stans nppat celler heead ; sooa it's snmniada 
wot bares ns malUs, yo're shooar. Dun ya kno 
owt abaht him wot's dun it P 

Ddtah — Nou, mo lass ; o've seen it, but o 
cahnt mak it aht whooa it is, o wish o cud ; o'd 
pull his ears whoil they wer as long as thxoo 
here to Kothernam. 

"Dolly — An sarve him reit anole ; o wish all 
his hair ma cum off. 

Sally — Hah, an if he wor here, o'd poll it off 
— But here's Malla. say, Mai la, dun yo kno 
owt abaht that chap wot's written a book abaht 
ns? 

Mallt — Nou, mo lass, but he's nooa wumman's 
friend, or he'd ne'er toke a that way. 

Mtt.t. t — suppooas he says at o sent mo 
husband's drinkin it greeas-pot; an if o did, wot's 
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that to him, a chomp? a bit a greeas ad ne'er 
hart him. 

Betty — cud just loik to ha me will on him . 
if o end ; o wodn't leave as much flesh on his face 
as ad hate a malice-trap e ten minnite. 

Pally — understand he's Bed a good deeal 
abaht me; but if o nobbnt oon get to kno whooa 
he is, o'll ring eieh a peal e his ears as shall mak 
iv vera hair on his heead etan as streit as a May- 
powl; o will, mo lasses. O'll oooart him, an 
Scotchman him anole. But here's Ruth wit rum ; 
cum lasses, ne'er heed him ; we'll hare a good 
bio aht to-neet. 

Disab>— Put sum tay it pot, an get yer bread 
butter'd, them wot has onna-; iwera won ahn yei 
shuggar. Malla, mo lass, yo can dubble t' chair 
dahn, an let Betta sit we ya at tuther end, shoo' s 
t' hewiest, yo kno'n, an sooa then ahoo'll keep ya . 
np ; o'll ait uppat cradle heead ; an Salla, do yo 
pull t' ond maidnin tub to't table, an pnt that 
piece a booard o'er it, an that al houd two on ya, 
an Miila an Polla can mak shift nppat sinkston. 
Dolla, yo'et wait, an let's have a good still cnp t' 
furst. 

Dolly — Lead's houd a yer tay then; hah 
much munna put in f o reckon o man mak it 
good; dnn ya loik it masht furst? 

M* t.t.i — earen't whether it's masht or not, 
nobbut look sharp an let's have sum. 

Dollt — Get yer shuggar into yer cups. 

Dinah: — Let's pat rum in furst. 

Maixt — Hah, lass, doo, an hofe nil em. Betta, 
stufi sum shuggar e that lad's mahth, an stop his 
noise ; o wish thear wor no childer. 
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Brit — Wa, wumman, it's varra toirsom, o 
kno ; bat wot can abodda doo ? we ban em, an 
we're loik to mak as best on em. He's gettin 
Iris teeth, wTumnan, mays faim so cross. fJiut 
nah, fiere's a buet at door; Dinah tpptn* it, ana 
Umtam taw ia.J 

Labs — Muther, yo'ie to cum hooam directla ; 
f Scotchman's cnm'd, an he wants sum manna. 

Bbtxt — Gnth-e-way hooam, an tell him o've 
nowt for hi-m this week. 

Lass — Abber, he says he will have snmmat; 
be says it's aboon a month sin yo geed him owt, 
an yo kno me fath'er ged ya a smJlin t' last week 
for him, an yo ne'er geed it him; an he says if 
ya dooan't pay him snmmat, he'll send me fath'er 
to't jail. Preya doo enm hooam, mnther. 

Mitj. t — Com the say here, lass. (Malhf 
whispers) Gooa'n tell him thah oahnt foind her, 
an o'U gee the a hopena. 

Bettt — Set off we the ; if he does send him 
to't jail, it al not be't fnrst toime he's been there. 

Dihah — If it's nobbut a month sin yo paid 
him, he needn't to mafc so much to doo abaht it. 
O'd raise all t' street abaht his ears, if it wer me. 

"Mai.t. t — They're vast reddy to thro t' jail e yer 
face, nah trade's so good. Let him sue the, lass, 
that'll not hey to pay nowt just yit. 

Both — Tnk no nooatis on him. Dolla, teem 
f tay aht, lass. 

Saixy — It dosn't puhwex weel ; bio it spaht, 
Dolla. 

Dirah — A, mo goodness ! bat we're a cup an 
saucer short. 
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Mmi — Let me ha moine in a basin. Wot' a it 
meean ? it al noud sooa much mooar. 
; Dolly — think thear isn't spoons anew. 

Dinah.— There's two an a piece a won ; yo 
mini kale ; hat we'n a wudden an sumwhere. 

Mally — ne'er moind, it's hofe on't mm; 
atur it tahnd we yer finger, it's non bo hot. 

JJbtty — ahudn't loik yore Bamma to earn 
just nah ; he'd kick np a rnmpns if he did. 

Dhjah— He'll cum non, not he, lass; he'll be 
fewest to wark all t' neet to-neet. This is proime 
stuff , lasses, isn't it ? Betty, ge t' little an a 
aup ; it al may him sleep, wununan. 

Dollt — An ahr's is gone aht at tahn, it al be 
late or he gets liooam ; t' neetf s us awn. 

Dinad: — 0, it's rare rum, Kuth ; where did ta 
get it at ? 

. Both — get it at t' Madman's Arms ; it's t' 
next ale-ass to't Wolfe's Woe, at bottom at Heart 
Brokken lane. 

Pally — Abbot, thah shud a gone to't Blue 
Ruin ; they keepn t' strongest rum. 
. Mally — Abbut, they'n a sup a good gin at 
Beggar' d Choild, just be't Sot'a Corner, . thah 

( Kdth — Abbut, it can't be better nor this, o'm 
ahooar, beoos f lanleddy geed me a glass, an o 
happen'd to slap a sup uppa me appron, an it's 
burnt a boil throo, it's so strong ; an if o hadn't 
a getn a sup a watter to it, o bclceve it ad a 
burnt me mahth aht. 

litter — Gum, lass, o've dun ; let's hev sum 
mooar. 
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Dour — Put yer creeam in, mo lasses. (Delia 
temuaht.) 

Dinah: — It al not houd aht, Dalla, yo'd better 
put a sup mooar waiter in, an fill t' cups up, an 
then put sum mooar tay in ; yo can put it in we 
yer fingers, wumman, they wer made afooar 
epooins. (Bolla filh up, an whoil ihoo's puttin f 
iau intot pot, Dinah puts sum mooar run e Bolla' s 
tup.) 

Nasbt — Mak haste we yer spooin, Betta. 

Bettt — shan't, o've t' choild to feed, hewent 
e ? To ma ger a fork an stur it rahnd we that. 
say, Salla, let's taste a yore fat cake. 

Sally- — Hah, tubbe shooar, mo lass, tak wot 
ya loikn, yore awlis welcome to owt o have. 

Pally — They're gerrin shuggar ta a pratta 
proice, a bodda can't ger a bit at sevenpence a 
pahnd but it's t' culler a wheolswarf. 

Mally — Hah, it's awlis t' poor fooaks wot stana 
in for it. Hah dun ya loik yer tay, Dolla ? 

Dolly— It's warm it mahth, Malla ; it maka 
me feel queerish e me noddle, a think. 

Sally — Wot, benah ! yo ahr a poor cratur, 
cahntstan that sup; yo nion't dee nesh, wumman; 
teem aht agean. 

Dolly — Put yer creeam in, mo lasses, an o'U 
troi. (Bolla Jills up agean, an after anuth&r 
rahnd or two, an sum take at's not worth nooatis, 
Bolla begins to look summat commichle abaht 
tout. J 

Dinah — Cum, Dolla, mo lass, fill agean; o 
think tbear'll be anuther rahnd ; o'm ne'er within 
a oup a this sooaxt ; o feel rayther mazy meson, • 
but let's finish it. H 
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DoLLi — Sloik we will, we owt to hare a snp 
nab an then, to keep us spenitB up, yo kno'n. 

[Dolly gets houd at tay-pot, but her vision 
had sooa multiplied at shoo seed dabble ; sooa 
shoo laid houd at spaht e steead at handle, and 
tiftin it o'er Beeta's beead not vatra steddy, a sap 
a watter dropt abt at spout onto Betta's neck ; 
up shoo jumpt offat end at chair, an dahn goons 
oat Malla backards, an kicks t' table o'er we her 
feet. Holla screeams abt murder, and nocks tay- 
pot soide aht agean t' uwen door, in her hurry to 
set it dahn ; Salla doles to help Malla up, an 
dahn tumbles Ruth intot tub. Betta begins to 
black Dolla an tells her shoo cudn't see t' tay-pot 
handle ; Dolla says shoo seed two. Here's a 
pratta sample a gossipin ; a varra noist pietur it 
ad mak: table tippled o'er, t'hahce flooar cuweid 
o'er we brokken cups an saucers ; a ond wamman 
laid sprottling uppat flooar we booath her elbers 
brokken, anuther rubbin her neck we sooap to 
takt foir abt; two on em pull in won aht at 
maidnin tub, bat cahnt get her aht for laffln; 
anuther getherin t' pots up, Dinah scttin t' table 
an t' chair up agean. Wa, then, they'd bardla 
getn all t' things abt at gate, an ther sens set 
dahn to get sum bacca, when a lad cams to't 
dooar.] 

Lax — If yo please, is Malla Mendnowt heref 

Maixy — Hah, lad ; wbooa wants ma ? 

Lab — "Whoy, yore Jonna's cum'd hooam, an he 
wants to kno whear yo'n putn his coit, he's bahn 
- to't club. 
• Uallt — A, wot iwer man e do ! he'll murder 
me, shooar enuff, if be foinds me aht. 
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Sistrs — We'st beloik to foiad sum brass sum- 
wkear, an fetch it back, or o'm shooar he'll kill her. 

Pally— Tell t' lad to tell him it's it box lockt 
ap, an at hah yo'u lost key. 

Mallt — Abbut, o left box lid oppen, an if it 
wor lockt, he'd breik it oppen in a minnit. 

Ddtah— Webbot, yb kno'n, Billa Fretful's 
been berrin t' woife this afternoin ; send him 
word yo'n lent it him an at they're gone to 
Rotherham ; they're ond cronies, yo kno'n. 

Hally — That al do, o'm shooar; an o'll gooa 
me sen. (Exit MaUy.J 

Bettt — Two heeads is better nor won, if they 
be but sheep heeads. But o say, Milla, yo wer 
gooin to tell us abaht yore Job ; he cum hooam 
drank t' last neet, didn't he ? 

Mtllt — Hah, he did, an he wod mak me get 
him sum beef stakes an frm em ; an whoil o wer 
froin em, he fell fast asleep. Thinks o, o'll rig 
the for wonce, oud lad ; sooa o ate wot o loiit on 
em, an set rest away ; nobbut o dipt me fingers 
it fat, an rubbed his lips we it ; an directla he 
wakken'd, o want me supper, says he ; thah's had 
the supper, says o ; nabbut, o hevn't, says he ; 
yebbut, thah has, says o, feel if the lips isn't 
greeasy ; thah's forgetten, mun. Sooa he felt. 
Wa, says he, o thowt o hadn't had me supper; 
but o feel hungry yet. 

Bbttt— Wot a flat ! 

"Mtt.t.t — Hah, an we're all flats when we're 
drank! 

(Abr repooarter nays at ffosiipt got turn ale an 
a fiddler, an wer drinhin an dentin till after 
midneet ; but wot he taw an heeard mon't be tell'tl 
just nab. J 

o,Googk 
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THE GOSSIPS. 



JONNA DOOLTTTLE J 8 FORTIN. 



Scene — Jonna Doolittle'i hahce. Dolly, in afom 
silk bag-sleeved gahn, an a cap we four or fom 
bows a ribbin m it, swimmin a stack a muffmt 
an poiklets we butter. Six or seven gossips, w 
poips e ther eheeks, fixt rahnd a bran epankm 
mogganu table, tee a daskin tray full a siher- 
edged cheena, an a cupple a bottles a rum it 
middle at tray. 
Ximrr Fbuxpbr — Wot's yond fella shahtiiL 

at, o wunder ? 

8am. y Sirnaai) itm— He's croin papers summat 

abaht a robbera an a murder. 

"Mii.t.t Mkhd.vo wt — Ra-lee, there's nooa atumn 

aht a neets nab days; whoy, o've heeard say at 

there wer a wumman etopt a Setteida be't Dwp 

Cuttiu we a set a viUans. 
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Dollt Doolittle — We're nivver safe e these 
gret tahna, o'll be hang'd if we are ; o've heeard 
say at they robb'd her a three an noinepeiice. 

Hajtsy WBEDLB—H'awt at sooart ; bless yer 
loif, mo lass, it wer won pahnd three as noine- 
pence ; for o heeard say sooa me sen, an them 
irot tell'd me lives at Attercliffe. 

' Saxlt — Webbut, mo lass, ahr Jack's sister's 
husband's brother works at Blast Furnish, an o 
heeard him say at they used her scandilns, an at 
they took her market basket, besoide all her 
manna. 

Betty Loxqtuxq — They just did abuse her, 
aboon a bit ; for we'd Billa Rattle jaw e ahr hahce 
yisterday afternora, an o heeard Mm say at they 
took iwera rag a olooas offen her back, an broke 
her arm it scuffle. 

Naitbt — An o beleeve that's true, for there 
wer sum f ooaks heeard her screeam aht murder ; 
an o heeard say at they had murder'd her anole. 

Kitty Covetous — Wa, then, that maks wot o 
heeard say true ; for a wer tell'd at her bonnet 
wer fan uppat Canel bank a Sunda mornin ; sooa 
they murder'd poor wumman furst, an then 
■drahnded her, depend on't. 

Disin DnBBLKiDKo — A, that poor cratur! 
heaven rest her poor soul, an may her ghost 
haunt her murderers till they getn fun aht, an a 
rooap rahnd their necks. heeard say they get 
her aht at Canel yisterda nooin, an at Crunner's 

bahn to gooa o'er her to-day. Dust kettle 

it boil, Holla P Cram sum chips under it, 
"n plente. 
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Maily — think, loss, there's a stooan under f 
kettle ; get bellnsses, lass, an bio it. 

Tf a a- «r — To don't need to mak bo much to doo, 
for o'm sbooar Missis Doolittle al mak it boil as 
tioom as ivTer shoo can ; o'm shooar shoo's vara 

Dolly — Preya, Nansa, don't call me Missis no 
mooar ; it's not mo name ; o've been call'd Holla 
all these, years, an o think it's too late to be 
crissen'd o'er agean nah. Yo'st all be rett 
afooar yo gooa'n hooam, yo may wroit on't. 
Bring yer chairs to't table. 

Nanny — A, these is noist chairs ; o reckon 
they're moggana ; they're ommast to good for 
common yuse. 

Doiat — Webbnt, we'n none else ; ahr Jonna 
ged a sovrin a piece for em won day when he 

wor hofe drunk kettle boils, oawer. Yo'st 

have a proime dish a toy for wonce ; o've bowt 
sum inch tay as o ne'er seed afooar. Wn bad 
menny a fuddle, but this shall be t' fuddle a all 
fuddles. Fopt gunpahder in, an ger it masht; 
an nah, lasses, weet yer appetoites to a hedge. 
Reich them puffcakes an poiklits offat range end, 
an doo justis to em. "We'll have t' best tay furst. 

Dinah — Yo'n forgetn t' shuggar an t' shuggar 
basin, Dolla. 

Dolly — A, mo lass, o let little Jack have hie 
porridge in it, an be smasht it ; but p'll put yo f 
shuggar into this black porringer; wot'sitmeean? 

Hally — Mbwt, lass, nowt ; if ta brings it in a 
panshon, it's all reit, if ya get it. (Dolly temt 
tay aht.) 
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Hanky — It's varra black, Holla ; yo'n not 
pinoht it a tay at onna rate. 

Dolly — Hah, mo lass, it's gunpahders wot 
cullersit; ahr Sal's missis ne'er drinks nowtelse; 
and this is t' best Dartford. 

Kitty — It smells queer ; o don't kno hah it al 
taste. 

Dollt — It's t' Dartford, o tell ya ; yo ne'er 
had non a that afooar. 

DnTAH — cahnt drink it, o'm shooar; an o 
ne'er wor bet afooar ; yo'n made a mistak a sum 
sooart, for sartin ; o don't kno wot it tases loik. 

Dollt — It's t' Dartford, mo lass, wot flavours 
it. 

Mall* — W&, lass, thah ma tak the Dartford to 
yore Sal's missis, an let her dart it, for o cahnt ; 
it's a mess for a mad dog. 

Dollt — It's all owin to't Dartford, o tell ya ; 
it's loik tubbe good, for it's strongest they had ; 
o think they said it wer thribble. 

Sally — Yo'n putn sum . saltpetre intot pot, 
yore loik; it's as salt as brack, an, oh! (thaki 
Jur heead) it's horrible — naushus ! 

Dollt — Wa, yo raayn a strange noise o'er it ; 
if gunpahder isn't good, it's toirsom. Oawer, 
■o'll taste me sen. (Dolly tattes.) Wa, marra, 
if this is ther gunpahder tay, they ma tak it for 
me ; it's nowt loik tay. 

Namst — Wot did it coss ya a nahncs, Dolla ? 

Dollt — "Whoy, mo lass, o don't kno, becos o 
paid for all t' things together, an o ne'er lookt at 
it. To kno'n, o axt for a pahnd at beet gun- 
pahder; an he said, will ya have it Dartford-; 
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an o said, bah, if it's best; an lie said, it's 
strongest ; an sooa, says o, that's just wot o 
want ; but he said, yo mnn tell em they'll not 
need to pnt so much in as they do at tuther ; an 
o said, wa, o'st mak it me Ben ; an he ged it me 
teddy lapt up, an o thowt o seed him 1aR just 
then, bur o taid no nooatis, yo kno'n ; bnt when 
ahr lass put it intot pot to mash, shoo said, it's 
varra small; an o said, hah, it's gunpahder; 
but still o didn't look at it. 

Dinah — Dartford — Dartford — whoy, that's f 
pander at ahr Jack gooas a shootin we. 

Dolly — Hah, mo lass, he's tain me in thia 
toime ; but bio me if o dooan't bio him up when 
o gooa agean. But ne'er heed, we'n plenta at 
tnther. (In eum* Jonna Doolittle, rather mazy.) 

Jonna — Nab, mo lasses, yo'll mak yersens 
cumfortnbble, o hooap ; if ya dooan't, it's yer 
awn fault. O've browt ya a pahnd a srimps ; o 
kno Malla loiks em. Dolla, mo lass, fetch me a 
sovrin dahn stairs, witta ? 

Dollt— Fetch won the sen ; thah kno's wheal 
they are. {Jonna gets wot he want*, an eutt 'off.) 
Nab, Miilla, here's a spooin, help yer sen to sum 
snmpa. 

[Otid Nanna has just shuweld a spooinfol into 
her mill, an wer lifting her saucer a tay up to 
swim, em dahn her unac calm table funnel, when 
t' tail of a siimp get intot wrang throit, an shoo 
geed a eofi wot made all t' crockery dither agean, 
an t' contents of her saucer wer conducted into 
Mrs. Wheedle's face. But 0, moi stars ! sich a 
volley a hofe-mastioated jumpers wer foir'd aorow 
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V table slap agean ther cheeks, loik a shower a 
grape-shot, at it made em stare loik stuck sheep. 
" Raich me t' tahwel," Bays dame "Wheedle, 
"shoo's ommaet drahnded me." "An shoo's 
hofe fill'd mo cup we her nasty crickets," says 
Sally Slutterdish. Oawer, in a bit, t' end lass 
cum abaht, an went at it agean ; an things went 
on pnttta square, till they'd Anient abaht seven 
rahnds apiece, an then t' tay things vanisht loik 
magic, an they wer all sat rahnd t' foir, we a 
poip stuck e ther cheeks, befooar ahodda cad split 
a thowt or crack a will.] 

Dinah — O've heeard em say at if a man's 
hairy, he's born to be rich. 

Dolly — ¥«, an it's true anole, for ahr Jonna's 
as hairy as a woild man ouuuast, an isn't he rich? 
But yo'st gooa up stairs, an o'll sho ya summat 
at al mak ya think he is. (Away they all gooa 
up Btaifg.) 

Naitsy — A dear, a dear ! wot a hamson pair a 
bedstocks. 

Dinah — An wot a noist carpet ! 

Sally — But a, wot a pratta little picter ! an 
wot noist chimla ornaments ! reckon that's 
sum lord, isn't it, Dolla ? 

Dolly — Bless thee, lass, it's ahr Jonna's loik- 
ness, it cost him a sovrin that did, when he wer 
drunk. 

Nanny — An wot beautiful chamber chairs; 
hah, that's just sioh a swing glass as o'd hare if 
o cod affooard it. Dolla, there's sum difference 
e yore chamber nah throo be wot ther wor. 

Doily — Hah, mo lass, we'n worn aboon twenta 
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pahnd in it ; but yo kno'n, we han plenta. But 
Ink ya here (oppem a drawer an brings out a bag 
we a hunderd tovrint m), here's ahoiners, lasses ! 
They want us to tak em to't Bavin bank; bat not 
sooa, we'll keep em as sens. 

DntiM— Arn't yo eireead a nobboda robbin ya ? 
If o had em o'd hidda em it chimin, or else it pot 
hoil ; o shod be acar'd a sommada ^jItH" em aht . 
a that drawer. 

Kjtty — Them wot ad rob Doll a ad rob t 1 church, 
an o wish at furst thief wot puts ther hand into 
that drawer, at the d — 1 may nip ther fingers off 
befooar they tain em aht agoan. 

Nansy — An sooa do o, Eitta, lass, but o hooap 
nobbada al be so hrazen'd as to troi. Hah much 
did yo gee for' t bed curtins, Dolla ? A, wot a 
grand harth rug and wesh-hand stand! A, Dolla! 
yo're weel off nah, an o kno nobbada wot's mooar 
desarvin. {Four or fowe gooae dahn.) To wer 
awlis best-natur'd nabur we had; yo kno'n, o 
wer awlis fond on ya, an o wer awlis redda to 
help ya onna toime. OVe weaht yore floor 
menna a toime, havn't o, Dolla, mo lass, an o'll 
wesh it onna toime, o will. — {In a lower voice) — 
Will ya lend me a sovrin, to get ahr Bil's clooas 
dahn V spaht ? To'll ne'er miss it aht a so 
menna, mo lass, an o'll pay it ya back, mo lass, 
duly ; yo kno'n o'm honest, an o kno yo awlis 
loikt to doo a good turn, if ya cud ; o'st be Tana 
thankful if yo will, mo lass. 

Dollx — Wa, wa, o'll lend ya won, but yo 
mon't say nowt to't tuthers. {Dolla raiehet f bag 
aht at draw, an lend* Weedle a sovrin, an put* 
bag it drawer below.) 
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Nawbt — Hon, mo lass, o wodn't Bay a word; 
we'd better be gooin dahn, or else they'll be 
thinkin BOmmat. (Gooat dahn.) 

Dolly — Nab, lasses, wot al yo bare to drink, 
mm of gin ? we'n plenta a booath ; or will ya 
all bare gin punch ? intend ya tobble mem 
afooar ya gooan hooam to-neet. Wot's t' matter 
we Kitta ? To mon't be dahn on't, wumman. 

KnTT— - O've getn t' pain it stummaok ho bad, 
o can hardla bear. 

Polly — Here, then, just drink this sup a gin, 
an gooa'n lig ya dahn for hofe-a-nahwer, an o'll 
powd ya, yo'll be better. SaLla, takt candle an 
leet her up stairs, lass : o'm sorry suoo's badla. 
(Goons grunting o'er t' fiooar ommatt dubble-foud. 
Sella UeU her up, an leave* her.) 

[It wer t' sect at sovrins at made this covetous 
wretch badla ; an shoo hadn't been up stairs 
foive minnits afooar shoo began a thJTibin abaht 
£ngerin em. Shoo'd thrown t' bed-clooas ofien 
her, an ad getn hofe t' way o'er t' flooar to't 
drawers, when her wish at the d — 1 ad nip t' 
rorst thief s fingers off wot went into that 
drawer, flasht loik leetnin through her covetous 
soul ; an there shoo stood, in a manner between 
her inclination an her conshence, as if shoo wer 
heaitatin wot to doo. Oawer, her lav for't 
sovrins mester'd her better feelins. "Wot a fooil 
o am, says shoo to hersen, to stan a this way ; 
there's nowt to hurt me, an ten or a duzzen al 
ne'er be miss't aht a that lot ; an besoide, wot 
bisnise had shoo to sho em us? it wer nob but 
tempting as to stoil em ; it al nobbut sarve her 
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rait if o doo tak sum. Gooes to't drawers, we her 
conshence flashin in her eyes, oppens it gently 
(still rtiiTiVin cm her wish), pate her hand to't 
corner where shoo seed Dolla tak em threw, 
thrusts her fingers slap into a malice -trap-^-off it 
went, an e hofe a jiffey her finger wer as fast as 
a thief in a mill. . Shoo wor shooar the d — 1 had 
hoad on't, an shoo sot up won at mooast horrable 
screeams at ivyer wer heeard aht a bedlam, an 
tumbled backarda scar'd aht on her wits. Up 
stairs they all ran, freeten'd to deeath ommaat ; 
nobhada cud tell wot wer t' matter, bat they all 
thowt shoo wor deead. But wot surprised em V 
mooast wer to see a mahce-trap fast to her fingers. 
When Dolla came np stairs, shoo seed it anole, 
but shoo sed nowt. "Let's get her hooam, 
lasses," says Dolla, "shoo'll be better when slum 
gets there ; an when ya get hack, o'll tell ya 
Bummat at al mak ya all stare aboon a bit." 
Sooa they get her booam as weel as they cud, an 
left her we Hansa "Wheedle. Sooa when they'd 
letn ther poips, an supt wonce rahnd, Dolla 
oppent eacret.l 

Dolly — Nan, yo kno'n, when we wer all up 
stairs, o sho'd ya t' sovrins, an yo all seed me tak 
em aht at top drawer, an put em in agean, didn't 
ya? (All sayx, SaA.) An yo kno'n, Nana* 
Wheedle an me staid up stairs a bit after yo cam 
dahn, an shoo wheedled me aht on a sovrin ; bat 
ne'er heed that. But moind ya, when o pat em 
back, o didn't put em it same drawer, for o put 
em it drawer below; an hawin sooa menny 
moice, we awlis keep a mahce-trap it drawer; an 
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ft happen'd to put it cxactla it corner where t' 
Bovrini! wor. don't kno wot iwer possest me 
to pat it thcar ; but it wor tabbe sooa. Sooa yo 
may depend on't that covetous crater wer balm 
to stall em,. an shoo get her finger it trap; an yo 
may wroit on't, shoo thowt ond Hick had houd 
on her, for yo kno'n wot a dreadful wish shoo 
wisht. 

Maley — It's a judgment on her, mo lass, an 
nowt else. 

Saixt — Honmstis beet yit. 

Nurtr t — Hah, mo lass, an sooa it is. But it's 
not furst toime, nor t ' second, nor t' third at Kitta's 
been fun aht e neb nasta tricks. 

Dixax — Sou, mo lass, it isn't ; an o'H tell ya 
wot, o non loik Nanwi "Wheedle ; shoe's ta much 
greeas abaht her for me. 

Dolly — Cum, mo lasses, let's have summat to 
drink ; we'st get o'er all this, an Jvitta al niwer 
cum. amang us na mooar, moind if she does. 

[Sooa they sat an smookt an drank till twelve 
o'clock (but they said nowt wot's worth tellin), 
an it wer as dark as pitch ; an Banna Frutnper 
wer t' furst wot went aht, an enmmada ad left 
pump unlock t, an t' handle stood streit aht, an 
Dame Frumper ran we he nooas bump agean t' 
end on't, and nockt it as crookt as Chesterfield 
steeple. ¥a, then, ond 11 alia wer t' next wot 
toddled off : " O'll tak me poip wi me, Dolla," 
says shoo; "Tubbe sbooar, mo lass," says Dolla; 
sooa off shoo sets, braiks t' poip to a short an, an 
puts it in her pocket. Shoo hadn't gone far 
afooat her pocket wer afoir ; an thear shoo wor 
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all on a smook, an just reddy for blazon, when, 
as luck ad have it, shoo catcht her foot agean a 
stooau, an being hofe drunk, or summat mooar, 
shoo tumbled slap into a dyke at sum masons had 
made it sink ; thear shoo cries aht, " O'll be 
hanged if o shan't he drahnded." Oawer, it 
happen' d at aummada wer just cummin past, an 
wer good enuff to tak her aht a pickle ; an boiu 
a bit sober'd we't duok, shoo tell'd em whear 
shoo liv'd, an they taid her hooam. But wot 
pleeased me t' best wet Salla Slutterdi all's job : 
shoo bid em good neet next, an when ahoo'd geta 
aht intot air, it ommast fell'd her ; shoo cudn't 
walk steddy for her loif . An just as shoo wer 
balm to turn t' corner, thear wer a watchman 
fast asleep within a fooit of her awn door ; an he 
wer just dreeamin at four men wer balm to mump 
Mm, when Salla tumbled agean bim we a sooat 
on a run tup, an dahn they went together. 
"Murder! murder!" croies he, "four to won 
nooa match." Aht cums Sal la's husband ! 
" Wot's up? wot's up?" says he, "oh, yo'n 
been nockin mo woif dahn, ban ya ? o'll four to 
won ya." Sooa he set a wollopin t' watchman. 
" O'll larn yo to abuse mo woif uppen her awa 
door stooan, o will, ya scamp." Oawer, he set 
off loik a lampleeter, an for owt o kno lie's gooln 
yit. But Missis Dubbletung catoht it t' warst; 
shoo tumbled sum hah or anuther, but shoo cahnt 
tell hah ; oawer, shoo managed to braik her arm. 
An sooa that's t' fruits a drunkenness.] 
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MISCELLANEOUS CONVERSATIONS 



[From the " Annua] " and " Fairin," published 1836.] 



Jack— say, Bil, o've getn a letter throo Tonus 
Flatetick, we a description a theii wheel. It's a 
grand place, o'll ashooar the ; man e read it the ? 

Bit — Hah, lad, let's have it. 

Jack (reading} — Oun Friend Jack, — don't 
kno wot day at month is — Thursday, o reckon. 
thowt o'd just send the two or three loines to 
tell the a bit a wot *a art. It's abaht six months 
■in o left yore wheel, an we'n ne'er seen won 
another sin ; bur o can tell the won thing, if o'd 
two as good legs an feet as toah has, o'd a seen 
the long sin. Thah's no thowt for abodda, or else 
thah'd a call'd at ahr place long afooar nab. 
We'n a proime wheel, o'll ashooar the, we a grand 
polished steeam engine, sixteen- horse pahwer, 
made be Feels an Williams, Manchester. At 
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top at yard there's ahr wheel, an it center at 
yard there's a lot a steps wot leads intot chamber 
and garret ; o'er t' steps we'n a clock. Here's 
three heavy trows it bottom room, wot they 
groind table knoives in, an seven leet ans, wot 
they groind razors an penknoives in ; it chamber 
aboon, there's a room we ten trows a penknoife 
groinders, fitted np we dust masheens to ivvera 
trow ; an it garret, there's ten trows, all razor 
groinders, we ivvera thing compleat f or't wark ; 
an thah kno's there's mooar variety e ahr trade 
nor t' tnther, an sooa we'nt mooast visitors. 
Thah'll happen not believe it, but we'n lords, an 
dukes, an dutehesses, an gentlemen an ladies a 
all sooarts iwera week enms to see us, an they 
awlis seem t' best pleeased it garret, when they 
seen sum rahndin backs, sum ore houdin, sum 
glazin, sum buffln, sum groindin, sum lappin, 
sum jimpin, an sum polishin ; an we all work 
away, an cares for nobbada. Prethe call, oud 
lad, and see all the oud wheel fellows ; they'll be 
pleeased to see the, especially oud Charley. If 
ta dusn't, o wish t' next toime thah feighs the 
trow, thah ma breik all the gallos buttons off. 
JONNA FLATSTICE. 

Jack — Nab, oud chap, wot thinks ta abakt 
that? O'st gooa an see em sum day. But o want 
to buy a good mettle tay-pot ; can ta tell ma 
where o can get a good an ? 

Bn, — Aye, o can ; thah ma gooa to Wolsten- 
holm'a it Park, an thah'll get a furst rater there : 
o've had won a their pots this seven year, an o 



:.C.OOylC 



THE 8HXFTIXLD SIALXCI. 17S 

think it's na war nor when it wet new. An if ta 
wants onna a their Jarman silver spooins, an sich 
loik, thah'll get sum proime ana; they're just 
chaps wot kilo's hah to mate em. But o say, Jack, 
they sen at hah Booany'a risen agean. 

Jack — Nah, man ; they sen he's ne'er been 
deead. 

Bel — -About, o'll not believe that, becos o think 
at Booany wer made at same sooart a mettle as 
they mayn sum wimmin's tnngs on : hia ambition 
wer to restless to lig still sooa long. 

Jack — But thah may depend on't, Bil, if onna 
chap we a good pluck, an sum millitary skill 
abaht him, ad cum forad just nah e Prance, he'd 
mak Phillip's crahn dither abaht hia heead afooai 



e him rcit, a tyrant ! it's his awn 
btingin on, an sooa let him tak t' consequences. 
See the, Jack, here's oud Sawage cummin with 
his big dog. 

Jack — Well, oud lad, it's all up we yer fancy 
dog-feightin nah ; there's a act passed for pre- 
venting cruelty to animals. Wot thinks ta abaht 
that, my buck, eh ? 

Bavage — 0, they shan't hinder us, an we'll 
feit em it spoit o ther teeth ; we can gooa intot 
woods whoile they're it Chetch. 

En, — 0, then, thah meeans to breikt laws a 
booath Ood an man at wonce, dusta P Thah't a 
foine fellow, thah art ! An wot splits me, thah 
pretends to be varra fond a the dog, an yet, thah 
keeps himfornowtelsebnttotortnr him. Thah 
n«n stanan see his eyes pnll'd aht, an his flesh 
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torn off be inches, whoile his yells a 
in the moat indescribable agonies, fills the varra 
soul with unutterable ecataoy ; an tkah claps him 
at back, an thah shahts, " Hey lad, ahak him lad, 
leg him lad, throttle him lad," — prethe, wot's he 
done amies at he'B tubbe massacreed a this way? 
Hasta fun it aht at the dog's no feelin P If ta 
has, wa, then, there's two on ya wot has nun. 
An thah says thah loiks him. Good stars ! wot 
wud ta do at him if ta hated him ? An thah calls 
the sen a man o reckon ; fudge, lad, thah't a 
mixture ; thah't a composition of man, beast, an 
devil ; nature hasn't a name for thee ; thah't a 
savage of the most ferocious kind. A scet o't 
mangled limbs a the awn dog, even when writhing 
it agonies a deeath, niwer moves thee ; an yet 
thah loikes the dog, eh, dusn't ta ? 0, yo're a 
proime set. 

Jack — say, Bil, o've offens wundered wot 
make em have organs e chapels an churches. 

Bn. — Whoy, o ean tell the wot a chap tell'i 
me, an o think it sahuds to sense or summat else ; 
he sed at they wor used to droive Oud Juck 
away. 

Jack — Wa, if they'll do that they're just things 
wot's wanted; but hah con organs droive him 
away? 

Bil — Whoy, becos he dusn't loik sacred music. 

Jack — Hah dusta kno that? 

Bn, — Whoy, dusn't thah kno at Saul war 
trubbled we a evil sperit, an as soon as iwer 
David struck up we a tune uppat harp, he toddled 
off directla. 
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Jack — Aye, aye, but here's nooa organists nah 
wot can play as David did. But there's been a 
blo-up, in a orchester ; hasta heeard on't ? 

Bil — A blo-up ! whoy, there's awlis a blo-up, 
when they're all a playing. 

Jack— Abbut, this wer another aooart an a 
blo-up. Thah aees, thear wer an oud Frenchman 
wot played base, an when he snufEt candle he 
awlis put snuff intot base, to mak it droi, as he 
said. An sooa won neet, when he wer balm to 
play a particular piece be his sen, a wag of a 
mnsishoner put sum pahder intot base. Sooa 
enah it wer toime for't oud chap to begin, an he 
snuiit caudle, an popt it intot base ; but mo 
stars ! it popt him intot pit, an blew bis base into 
Bhi-vereens, an they all stared as if they wer 
stuck ; an weel they mut. 

Sn, — Here's Jooa cummin. Wot's that that's 
getn, Jooa? 

Jooa — Whoy, it's t' toper's creed ; mnn e read 
it the? 

Bil — Hah, juat let's see wot be believes, 
oawer. (Jooa Reads) — 

I believe e rum, gin, brandy, whiskey, ale, 
pooarter, and all other drunkable stuff wot can 
be guzzled. 

I believe at every Englishman has a reit to got 
drunk hah e loiks, when be loiks, where be loiks, 
an we wot he loiks. 

I believe at nabbada's accahntable for wot they 
dun, when they'n lost ther reason. 

I believe at iwera drunken man's lost bis 
reason ; sooa iwera drunken man may do wot 
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iwer his drunken Ben pleases, wethaht bein 
aooahntable for it. 

I believe, therefore, at it's reit for a drunken 
man to insult ivvera bodda he meets, whether be 
neet or day ; an especially when he meets wimmin, 
to poll an haul em abaht just as his drunken 
brains or his fool inclinations shall dictate. 

I believe at drunkenness is varra useful, becoa 
a fellow can do things when he's drunk at he 
cahnt for shame to do when he's sober. 

I believe it's reit for a drunkard to sacrifoise 
all t' cumforts ov his woif an family to gratifoy 
his drunken appetoite. 

I believe it's reit for a drunkard, when he 
wants mooar ale, an has no munna, to pop or sell 
anna thing he can get oud on, o'ther on hie awn 
or onnabodda's else's ; becos t' necessity o't case 
requires it. 

I believe at it's reit for onna drunkard to 
mump hie woif when iwer shoo gooas to't ale-ass 
to seek him. 

I believe it's reit for him to mump her if 
iwer shoo site up waitin for him at neet : wot 
bisniss has shoo to burn candle P 

I believe it's reit for him to mump her when 
iwer shoo gooas to bed befooar he oums hooam : 
wot reit has shoo to gooa to bed withaht him 1 

I believe in the magic of drunkenness ; for if 
a man cahnt guvera his sen when he's sober, he 
can guvem a whole nation when he's drunk. 

I believe e black eyes, bloody nooases, cursin 
an Bwearin, sin gin an donsui ; an a riggilar flare 
up's just wot o loik. - 
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I believe e pareht throits, racking heead akes, 
droi tungs, flamin eyes, an foiry nooases. 

I believe e rage, debt, an jail. 

I believe e empty pockets, empty cubbords, ait 
empty bellies. 

I believe e starvin childer, heart-brokken 
woives, lost friends, an insulted relations. 

Jooa — A varra noist creed anole. 

Brx — Hah ; but wot is ther gooin off it 
relidgious world just nah ? 

Jooa — "Whoy, o've been tell'd ait there's twelve 
woise men formed their sens into a committee 
for't suppression a christiannata e this tahn, an 
at they'll let onnabodda gooa in for't small ebarge 
a one penny, where they'll be accommodated we 
a stannin seat for two or three hours. 

Bil — O, then, they're bahn to suppress christi- 
annata, an mak Christians pay for it, eh ? O, 
they're a benewolent crew! twelve on em, is 
ther 1 han they horns on, thinks ta ? 

Jooa — Whether they'n horns on or nooa, o 
cahnt tell ; but o beleeve at sum on em cums aht 
at heeast. 

Brx — An wot's christiannata dun amiss, at it's 
tubbe crosst aht at book a loif ; is it becos it maks 
men honest ? is it becos it maks drunkards sober ? 
is it becos it maks whoremongers an adulterers 
chaste ? is it becos it bilds hospitals, infirmaries, 
dispensaries, an orphan houses? is it becos it 
bilds free schooils an Sunday schooils, to lam 
booath oud and young to read an wroit ? is it 
becos it maks too menny benewolent societies ? 
is it becos christiannata' s t' fahndation a all good 
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guwerment ? is it becos it encourages arts ail 
sciences ? is it becos it'a made England t' mistress 
at world ? — at a strooak — is is becos it maks men 
happy e this world, an prepares em for happiness 
it next? — is it for dooin these things at it's tubbe 
ernsht ? "Well, well, if they can bring us owt 
better, let em crush it. 

Jooa — A dear, aye, sloik they can ; we're to 
have natur for a god, an reeason' s to worship 
her. 

Bil — 0, hah ! we're to have natur, abr we ? 
wa, shoo' s a good-natur'd oiid lass ; yo may get 
drunk when ya loik, loi, aware, an fait when ya 
loik, cheat an sheddle when ya loik, have as menny 
woives as ya loik, kick em ant when ya loik, ran a 
muck when ya loik, be o'tberrooag or f ooil when ya 
loik, cut yer awn throit or onnabodda else's when 
ya loik, an this good-natur'd god al ne'er say 
L wrang yo dun ; and as for reeason worshippin 
her, whoy, reeason worsbipt a strumpet, an cut 
her fath'cr's heead off, at French Revolution. 

Jooa — But dusta kno wot these penny-a-week 
philosophers believe ? 

Bil — Whoy, o'll tell the won or two things at 
they believe : they believe at it's possible to 
perswade all t' men, wimmin, an childer e Shev- 
vild, at farst joint a ther little fingers is cut ofi; 
2nd — tbey believe at it's possible for a chap to' 
bring a new set a laws into England, at rawer 
wor o'ther seen or heeard tell on afooar, an mat 
all t' fooaks believe at them wer t' laws at they'd 
been guwern'd by all their loif, an ther fath-era 
afooar em ; an 3rd— they believe at wonce a chap 
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perswaded edx hunderd thahsand men at he'd led 
em throo a riwer uppa droi land, wlioil t' watter 
stood uppa heeaps a booath soid em, when at 
Bams toime they niwer nother seed t' riwer, nor 
heeard tell a rich a thing e all their loif. 

Jooa — Wa, o can do we a bit a soft, but il they 
can swallow rich things as them, they're softer 
nor o've oima occasion for em to be. But there's 
a varra larn'd chap wot can read lattin's been 
provin at ckristiannata isn't true, becos t' Egyptian 
conjurors cud work merricles as weel as Hoses. 

Jacx — Aye, aye, but where did they work em, 
an how ? not publicly, nobbut befooar Pharaoh ; 
an they did em be enchantments, that is, be 
sleight of band, just as t' Chinese jugglers mak 
snakes nab ; an ther awn confession proves it. 
It sartanla seems monstrous, odd, at these con- 
jurors cud mak a big thing loik a frog, an a long 
thing loik a snake, an cudn't mak a. little thing 
loik a louse. An, then, there's anuther odd 
thing abaht it : if these magicians cud mak frogs 
an snakes, an turn watter into blood, hah wor it 
they cudn't turn t' blood into watter, an kill t' 
frogs an snakes? Whoy, ouna claim can kill 
frogs, but Pharaoh awlis axt Moses when he 
wanted to be shut on em. It furst three a these 
mirricles, these conjurors had plenty a toime to 
prepare for ther deceptions, but this f ourt came 
on em rather to fast ; an, then, these magicians 
just prove all at we want ; for they said, " This 
ib the finger of God." 

Joo* — Wa, then, this lattin-larnt man sed at 
hah t' cattle wer kiU'd three toimes o'er. 
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Bil — Wot, be meeans to say at cattle vet ktU'd 
after ther wer deead, dus he? If he'd beat 
honest enuff, he'd a tell'd em at that word " all" 
it Hebrew Scripture is used in a limited sense e 
hnndcnls a places, an e all other languages aaole : 
it meeans at a great quantity a all sooarta a cattle 
wer kill'd. 

Jooa — Webbut, one a these ohaps says at they 
cahnt work merricles nah, on aooahnt at improve- 
ments a masheenary. 

Bil — Dusta hear owt, Jack ? thah'll beloik to 
lig that intellectual muaher ahaht ther phosphorus 
■uppers. 

Jack — Na, lad, there's nowt to feear throo a 
set a philosophical scawingers like these ; there 
wer one yung chap bet all t' lot on em one neet, 
an turn'd a summerset laffln besoid. 

Jooa — Abbut, a chap tell'd me at there's one 
on em at's a better speyker nor Lord Brougham. 

Jack — Bless me, he's happen animated bo 
Voltaire's goblin ; but o've heeard tell on him, 
an he's a topper, o'll ashooar the ; he can prove 
as clear as mud at a thing can be and not be at 
the same toime. 

Bil — He's won at oud stamp, o hear, as Byron 
said, " When Berkeley said there was no matter, 
't was no matter what he said ; " o dooan't need 
to apply it, o shud think. Haste iwer lookt at 
ther heeads, Jack ? 

Jack — Hon, o havn't ; but o durst wager owt 
thear isn't a metaphysical skull amang em- 

Bo, — Prethe, propooas em sum new subjects to 
discuss, sich as ta thinks they're, qualifoid for, we 
directions bah they're to be debated. 
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Jack — O'vo nooa objections, but thah tno's, 
they muB be varra grave subjects, bocos they're 
itch varra grave men ; o think e me heart if 
they'd noLbut wigs on, we shad tak em for 
cahnaillerB. yis, they're varra grave, varra, 
serious, varra pions ; an they take abaht morality 
we faces distended to't length of a fiddle. "Ofora 
forty-horsepower, tochantthy praise, Hypocrisy!" 
Wa, then, as thear's twelve a these woise men, 
o shall propooas twelve woise subjects, sich as o 
think worthy a ther grave consideration. 

i. Which is t' south soide of a jackass, when 
his tail stana plum north ? — Bah, this mun be 
debated philosophically. 

2. Wot's t' reeason at two an two mak four? 
— To be debated mathematically. 

3. Hah far is it throo t' tbirty-furst a February 
to't Wicker brigg? — To be debated longitudi- 
nally. 

4. Which is t' thick end of a thowt, when it 
stana horizontally ? — To be debated materially. 

5. Wof s t' difference between a purple smell 
aa a bushel a souls ? — To be debated meta- 
physically.. 

6. Which at three animals is V stupidest — a 
kafe, a ase, or a atheiat ? — To be debated com- 
paratively, 

7. -Whether thear's onna climate onua whear 
wot' b- coud eauff to freeze words together? — To 



8. Whether knees or elbers wer made furst, or 
whether they wer iwer made at all? — To be 
debated anatomically. 
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0. Wot solidity is ther in a vacuum ? wot culler 
ia ther o sahnd 1 an wotweightistheredarkneBS? 
— This last to be debated gropingly. 

10. Whether t' north powl be nude a oosk or 
hezsle ? — To be debated botanically. 

11. Whether it be ommaat or all aht true at 
won a G. F. Bywater's sky-rockets went slap 
agean t' mooin tuther neet, an 11 not, why not? 
— To be debated pyrotechnically. 

12th an last. That this grave committee tab 
it into ther varra grave consideration, whether it 
w iida't be quoit e character wit rest a ther grave 
proceeding, to purchase one hundred shares it 
Joint Stock Lunatic Asylum Company; two or 
three for ther awn family use, an t' rest to be 
sell'd to onna other grave men wot ma be idiot 
enuff to join em ? — To be debated gravely. 

These, then, ahr t ' subjects at o think sufficiently 
grave for't cogitation a onna brains wot's soft 
enuff to tell fooaks at they can suppress christi- 
annata. But, then, o desoir at nooa chap wot 
gets drunk shall discuss these subjects, becos he's- 
not grave enuif ; an o desoir at nooa chap wot 1 s 
liwin we onnabodda else's w-oif, when he's won 
on his awn, dusn't debate these topics, becos a 
man at practically believes at won an two mski 
nobbue won, cahnt be grave snuff to give a leeaeon 
mathematically why two an two maks four ; an 
if there's onna chap among em wot's kno'n tabbe 
a notorious liar, he mon't meddle we em, becos 
here's nooa believin him when he spaiks truth; 
an sooa if these subjeots is accepted o shall inquoir 
ther eharracters, an then report progress. 
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Brc. — Them subjects is all aboon, their compre- 
hension ; o'll bet a groat to a button-top at there 
isn't one e' all t' lot at can tell wot's t' reeason at 
two an two maka four. O've heeard on a Oirish- 
man at owt tobbe uppa their Committee ; he wer 
shooar he end thrust Church dahn, sooa he pdll'd 
off his clooas, threw em under t' Church winder, 
an vent to't tather eoide to thrust ; and when 
he came back and saw his clooas gone, " Well," 
says he, "an be the holy St. Patrick, an shooar 
enufT, ya see, I've been fooil emiff to thrust the 
Church right on to me clooas." 

Jack— Just a reit an for em ! 

Jooa — wonce bseard tell on a Quaker sarvin 
one a these woiee men aht : they were trav vellin 
uppat oooach together, an this woise man had 
been makkin fnn at scriptur for a long whoil, an 
thowt he wer dooin it; an he thowt he'd mak a 
bit a fun at Quaker, sooa he says to him, "0 
wonder hah it wor at a little chap loik David cud 
mak a stooan m'nlt intot joiantfs heead ; it's varra 
wonderful, isn't it? " " Hon," says t' Quaker, 
"there's nowt wunderful abaht it, at o see on, 
for if t' joiant's heead wer as soft as thine, it ad 
gooa in easy ennff." 

Bil — Is that Sun newspaper at ta's getn ? Is 
t&arowt? 

Jack — Nowt but Railways an Joint Stock 
Ciimpaniea ; abodda caMt look e nooa corner, 
but here's a Joint Stock Cumpana meets as. 

Jooa — They sen here's tabbe a Joint Stock 
Bread an Flabwer Cumpana ; nah o think they 
owt too a had cheese anole. Wa, then, here's 
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tubbe a Joint Stock Brewing Cnmpana, but we'll 
set Temperance ohape at that set ; they'll aooin 
settle off we em. 

Jack — "Webbut, there's tabbe a Joint Stock 
Weaning an Hanglin Cnmpana ; that al just suit 
all V Dolla DoolittleB, becos o reckon they'll week 
em an mangle em be steeam ; then they'll want 
abaht a thahsand mangles joinerin, an abaht a 
honderd moile a olooas cooard apinnin, an abaht 
fifta thahsand clooas pins makkin, an t' ond Park 
al want sawin up for props, an here's a chap balm 
to mak sooap aht a flint ; an as for staichin and 
bluin, wboy, that mun be contracted for. 

Bn. — A dear, hah, all t' w«ld's a Joint Stock 



Jooa — About, we'n not all shares aloik. 

Jack — Kon, it niwer wor sooa, nor it wer 
niwer intended to be sooa, if o mun prophesy ; 
but o Deleave wot thah says is true, Bil ; for 
we're browt intot world be Joint Stock Cumpaniea' 
dispensary and club doctors, and we're guwern'd 
be a Joint Stock Cnmpana, and when we dee 
we're put intot berrin grahnd ou a Joint Stock 
Cnmpana ; an sooa it's all Joint Stock throo one 
end to't tuther; an here's Jooa here went to't 
Joint Stock Cumpana's Chetch yisterda, an he 
says at he heeard an seed eummat at he didn't 
loik. 

Bn, — Hah'sthat? worn'tsarmonreitfortheP 
or didn't box a wissels bio aht enuff ? 

. Jooa— Yah, t' sarmon wcr reit enuff, but it 
seems a varra queer thing to me at fooaks cahnt 
get there at reit.toime. Whoy, bless me loif, 
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-when fooaks gooas to't play, they're mooastla 
there hofc-an-haJiwex befooai- 1' toime ; but here's 
a vara menua wot gooas to't chapels an chetcb.es, 
wot'i awlis hofe-an-hawher too late ; sum al cum 
rattlm in we a pair a crealrin shoes on, just when 
he's readin t' lessin ; an if ivrera bodda cahnt 
hear em, they'll tab good care they shall see em ; 
an soo» they'll bahnce reit intot front at gallara, 
just as if they wer determined to be soft ; wa, 
then, here's a f oine lady euros in, an nock nobbier 
runs up an dahn to foind her a seeat ; won squints 
o'er t' top at Bible at her; "A, wot a noist 
bonnet shoo has on," says aiiu.th.er; an sooa, 
« eteead a moindin t' lessin, there's hofe at fooaka 
starin at her foine clooas. Just nah, here's a 
choild begins a pewlin (that cahnt he helpt, yo 
kno'n); but then, wot's warst on't, t' muther 
offens fetches it a good slap to rank it be quoit, 
just as if ehoo'd be quoit if onna bodda slapt her ; 
an wot's war still, shoo waint tak it aht whoile 
t' parson tells her, an then shoo looks wed ; 
oawer, shoo take care to let the youngster feel 
her elahters befooar shoo weel gets aht, just as a 
specimen of her patience, yo kno'n. Nah, o don't 
want to hinder fooaks for gooin to't chetcb. we a 
young choild, but o think when they begin a 
kickiu up a noise, o'ther we laffln or blutherin, 
they owt to tak em aht, becos they can get uo 
good ther sens, an they hinder iwera bodda else 
abaht em for gettin onna. An then, ther wer 
another thing at o seed at o didn't loik ; there 
wer sum young fops a won soid at gallara, an sum 
lasses at tather, an they kept wioiin an lafftn at 
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von anuther when he wor proichin : if o didn't 
gooa to't ohetch or chapel an behave meeen, o'd 
atop at hooam. But ther wor anather thing at 
sartanla wor enufi to mak a bodda laff ; ther wor 
two chape in a square seeat sat opposite won 
another, an they wer booath asleep, an ther they 
booath wer noddin at won anuther, just aa if they 
wer practissin which cod mak t' noistest bow ; 
enah, won on em wakkens, rubs his eyes, stretches 
his arms, an gapes a long I — I — I — om, quoit 
devotionaUy, yo're shooar. — (Interrupted.) 

Bn>— Just let me tell the, o kno'd an oud chap 
. at wer wonoe praiohin to a sleepy congregation, 
an he shahted as hard as ivver he end, "Foir! 
ioir ! foir!" Up jumpt won chap, an stores all 
rahnd. " Where 1 where ? where ?" says he. 
" E hell !" says t' parson : but, oawer, it 
wakken'd em. 

Jooa — Wobbut, o dooan't loik sioh things ; o 
think if fooaks ad consider where they ahr, an 
wot they owt tubbe dooin, all this sooart a wark 
ad be dun away. If a chap cahnt keep wakken, 
whoy, let him do as we'n done menny a toime ; 
ge his sen a good nip, an stan up a bit : that al 
cure him, o'll be bun fort. 

En. — O say, oud chap, wot thinks ta abaht 
Buckingham's claims? has he onna, thinks ta? 

Jack — Whoy, to tell the t' troth, o think mooar 
abaht me awn claims nor his, an if o end get 
moine, thear'dbe a soyrin or two for him ; they'll 
robbed hirn on abaht forty thahsand pahnd exaotla ; 
sooa if he has na claims, it's a Battler. 

Jooa — Wot did they banish him for ? O'm 
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heeard a deeal a toke abaht it, but' o rawer end 
get to kno -wot he did. 

Jack — Whoy, be rit a bit a fan abaht an otid 
Scotch parson for neglectin his flock, just wot 
iwera bodda else ad a dun. 

Jooa— Dusta kno whear he wer born ? Bum says 
at bah he's a Oirishman, hut o think he dusn't 
look loik that breed nother. 

Jack — kno whear o've beeard say he wer 

Jooa— Whear? 

Jack — "Whey, at their bahce ; he's his father's 
son, he Ms mother's soid ; be wer born withaht a 
shirt, an cum intot world soreeamin, sumwbear 
e Cornwall, o've been tell'd; bat if ta wants to 
kno onna mooar, that muu ax bim t' next toime 
he euros to Shewild. 

Jooa — Hollo, thear's ahr Bess cummin ; nan, 
Jack, thah says at thah can tell whether a chap 
ad mak a dacent husband be lookin an feelin at 
his heead ; prethe, tell her whoile shoe's here. 

Jack — O've nooa objection; an if shoo'll do as 
o want her, o'll warrand it shoo'll get a sensable 
chap. 

Jooa — That's just wot o want her to have ; if 
o'm a thickheead, o dooan't want her to have one. 

Jack— H"ah, Bess, lass, dusta keep middlin? 
"Wot, thah cud loik tuhbe mafrid, o guess, 
cudn't ta? 

Bess — O'm e nooa varra gret hurra, not o, 
marra-! o think thear's a menna gets marrid, an'a 
aooin bdfe worrid ; chaps is o'er desateful nah- 
days : hut still, o shudn't moind, if o cad leet on 
* nit an. 
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Jack — Thah't happen hard to pleease; wotsooart 
an a chap shad ta loik, if ta cad have the pick? 

Bess — Whoy, aboon all things, o ahndn't loik 
a chap wot gets drunk, nor o shudn't loik a 
tbickheead ; o stud loik a chap at ad moind his 
wark, we a bit a good sense in his heead. 

Jack — Wa, then, o'U tell the wot thah mun 
do ; when a chap cums to see the, thah mun tell 
Tiim to pull hiit hat off , an thah mun measure ■ 
rahnd thickest part on his heead ; an if it dnsn't 
tell aboon eighteen or noineteen inches, thah may 
mak the sen shooar at he's not all theai ; but if 
hia heead's twenta-two or three inches, he's nooa 
idiot, at onna rate. Wa, then, thah mun look st 
top on his heead, rayther towards t' back, if owt, 
an if it stane up in a sooart an a ridge, an thah 
foinds a gret bump just aboon his ear, an a van* 
low forheead, thah mun set him a-gooin we a 
rattle, for if ta marries him, he'll sooin rattle 
thee ; he'll be as stupid as a pot mule, au as cruel 
as a Turk. But if these parts am't as o've said, 
thah mun look a bit hoigbcr aboon his ear, an if 
it's varra rahnd an full, thah mun ax him hah 
menna lasses he's deceived afooar ; he's as full a 
deception as oud Nick, an as big a thief, ten to 
won ; thah mun set him a-gooin auole. An when 
ta sees s chap's mooast brains at back on his ears, 
we a varra low flat forheead, an a low crahn, 
thah may depend on't he's all amma] ; he'll be a 
reggilar brute, guilta a iwera thing wot's bad an 
filthy. But if ta foinds a chap we his ears a rare 
way off en his forheead, an his forheead uoigh an 
bold, depend on't he's sum sense abaht him; an 
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if he's varra fall just aboon t' top on his f orhoead, 
an not to hoigh aboon t' ears, ire two fall comers 
a booath aoides at top on hie heead, an t' top 
middlin full, that's chap ; he's iwera thing wot' a 
good abaht him ; do iwera thing at tha prudently 
can to mak him the husband ; depend on't, if ta 
marries sieh a chap as that, that'll be aa happy 
as ta possabla can be e this world. 

Bess — "Webbut, if o wer to foind a ehap a that 
Hooat, he'd happen want to look at mo heead, an 
if moine wornt a reit an, a shnd be na forrader, 
yo kno'n : o shnd loik to kno wot sooat on a heead 
yo think o have. 

Jack — ¥a, o can have a pratta guess ; pull the 
bonnet off. {Takea km- bonnet off.) can tell 
the won tiling t' fnrst look; if the ears hadn't 
been a gret way offa the f orheead, an the f orheead 
pratta full an hoigh, thah'd a been as stupid as 
t' chap wot wanted to stop tide we a muck-fork ; 
but thah art a bit passionate sometoimes, arn't ta ? 

Bxss — Hah, me fath'cr's been tflllin ya ; but o 
dooan't bear roaUis, o'm shooar. 

Jack — 111 ah 'a a varra good memmora, Bess, 
o'm. shooar, the hoies stans aht sooa ; but thah 
dnsn't tell all thah kno's ; an if o'm not wrung, 
t' soid a thah heead tells me at thah's a bit a 
brass sumwhere or anuther. 

Jooa— 'Wboy, thah sees, Jack kno's as much 
abaht thee as o doo. 

Bess — Wa, then, wot'n ya say abaht it? 

J" Acs — Whoy, it's mo opinyon at thah's a varra 
good heead, an o doo rala think, withaht flatterirt 
thee, at thah'll mak a varra careful, hard-workin 
woif. 
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Bil — See the, Jack, here's t' oud fiddler 
f annmin ; sho him them accumpanimente a thoine, 
an let's have him a bit. 

Jack— "Wot, yo're cum'd o'er, o see ; wot, dust 
fiddle mend onna ? yo shad a brtnrt it we ya ; 
o've an accompaniment here o want ya to look 
at ; it's a yarra good an, an o intend ahr choral 
concert chaps to perform it for a middle piece tf 
next oratore-i-o they han. 

Fiddles— -shud loik ta see it; is it in a 
major or mom or key. 

J toe — O, it's a vara curious pieoe ; bat it 
cahnt be played nobbut in a oppen key. 

Fmntsa — "Wot toim is it played in ? ' 

Jack — That al depend uppa ther feelin, but o 
think they'll play it e quick common toime, or 
snmmat a that. 

Fiddles — Cum, then, mo lad, o hooap thaht 
gooin to let's see it. > , 

Jack -Wa, here it is, ano'll warrand it tubbe 
t' best accompaniment; at ivvey yo seed, for a 
middle piece. 

Fiddles— fShovh/— Hood the uoiae, man! 
T'farst two nooatais asrankadiBoord as vnvt 
com aht at nooas oi a jackass. It's horrabla; 
num. It begins we a sharp seventh, an endnwe 
a fiat nointh. It's impossible to play it. 

Jack — Just look agean, oud trend, e'booafhf 
cliffs, an tell us t' names at uooata. 

Fiddler- -O'm ahooar it's wrong ; thfth mame 
that the sen ; thah duan't pretend. to say at It an 
C al cooard, dusta ? 

Jack — Webbut, jast tall, us tf nooats, an « 



o, Google 



THE SHEFFIELD DIALECT. 191 

think yoll foiud at it's reit, an at it's a capital 
accompaniment anole. 

Fiddike — Vb, o can mention t' nooats, but 
that al mak em na better. Thear's B, E, E, 7, 
it treble cliff, an thear's C, A, B, ft A, G, E, it 
base cliff, an if onnabodda can play them 
together, o've dun. 

Jack — That's just reit ; nah o'U put it to onna 
musician it world, after he's been faggin at it for 
abaht two hahers, whether he wodn't loik to 
perform that acimmpauiment. Bless yer soul, 
man, iwera nooat's so varra sawora, at first seet 
on em's enuff to mak a fellows's chaps waiter 
whoilc he rooared ; it ad have sioh an effect on 
his feelina befooar he'd played ten minnita e 
quick toime on & oppen key, at he'd hardla iwer 
kao at he'd been playin at all. 

Fldhlxs — tell the nobbada can play it, 
nether e hooa toime nor e nooa key., 

Bn. — Spell it, oud lad. 

Fiddles — "Wot, spell music ! (Lookt eart- 
/«%.) O—O—O, thah't there, art ta? It's 
"Beef" an "Cabbage," o Bee. Aye, aye, it's a 
proime accompaniment for a middle piece ; o cud 
loik to perform it nah varra much ; o've a pratta 
good edge on ; but o've nooa daht but choral chaps 
al doo it juetis when they perform it. 
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"Annual" for 1837.] 



Jacx Webblswaxi^— Nah, mo lade, Wn getu 
to't shank end at year agean. Ah o'm glad to see 
ahr good ond smooky Sliewild's in a throim 
way. To seen, we're gerrin on wit new Coetch 
it Park, an t' Horticultural Gardens, an f 
Symmetry swimmMa, an o expect we shall hev 
t' Ifeckannicks' Hall poppin up enah, just loik a 
mushroom in a fog ; an thanks to sammada, ws'n 
getn a varra respectable set a polioe to shawls 
nnaences aht at gate, for we'n had a good raouny 
at street comers a latela. "Wa, then, it drinkin 
world we're improvin mooast amazingly, for they 
sen here's aboon seven hunderd teetotallers e 
Shewild nah, wot niwer drinks na ale ; hat o, 
mo stars, they drink snm Samson : an t' kan 
keepers has raised milk ; but ne'er heed, if t' 
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Watter Cumpana al nobbut let as hev t' watter a 
bit thicker it al mat proime porridge, an then t' 
kah jobbers al look as silly as Hester Bell did 
when he com to represent Shevrild, an end foind 
nobboda bnt a Tory to represent him j nohboda 
dahted qnallata of his clapper, but his bell metal 
wer crackt, an sooa he cut bis stick. A sum 
hah, t' radicals cahnt live here ; there wer Ton 
cum abt at mooin a whoil sin, bur be fell sick an 
deed e quick toime, an sooa t' mooin's left man- 
less. Nah, then, for subjects for ahr annual ; — 
astronomy's aht on us raicn ; politics ad clam us 
to deeath ; metaphysics, there's na dooin nowfc 
we them withaht snnunat to drink to em ; an if 
it wom't for't temperance chap's consciences, 
we'd rather, be bofe, crack a bottle a hooam- 
brew'd, nor crack us brains we unriddlin meta- 
physical impossibilities, an Rich loik. Hark ! — 
O, it's sum gret big west countra feller croyin 
blankits, we abaht as much music in his voice as 
ther is it sqneeal of a pig when his heead's fast 
between t' bars of a gate. But wa're not tubbe 
dun we that set ; we'st spend ahr brass it shops 
where we kno they'll use us weel. 0, mo stars 
an garters ! Crissmas is cummin, yo ma see, if 
yo'll nobbut look it drapers' shops, an sich. "Wot 
a aho aht a winter ware ! Ladies' ruffs, an muffs, 
an muffatees, an boars, wot raiches all o'er ; an 
gluvs, oh, my ringers ! they ahr tight, an's stufft 
we wool : it's just loik thrustin yer hand up to't 
net into a feather poke nest ; an as for't soize a 
ther shawls, just think for a minnit abaht main 
sail of a man-a-war; an Mackintosh capes, wot 



■.-.ivCooglc 



194 TEE SHEFFIELD DIALECT. 

al keep woind an watter aht Boid passengers for 
a munth ; besoid them grot big strong thick rnff 
bare eoita, we buttons on snmmat loik a full 
mooin ; when a chap gets into won a them, he 
looks just loik a walkin watch-box. Wa, then, 
to mak ns enmfortubble these coud neets, they'n 
stacks a blankits an bump sheets. — Aye, aye, all 
those things is shooar soigns at we'n getn to't 
tuthcr end at year. 

_ Jooa. Crocus — Abbut, here's Bnmmat at ahr 
hahoc wot lets me kno at Crissmas is cummin. 
To kno'n, we'n better nor hofe-a-dozen childer 
nppat arston nab, an they takn sum scrattin for, 
o'll ashooar ya : t' last Setterda neet thear wer 
two pair a shoos to pay for soilin an beelin ; this 
week, Ned al want a pair a new ans, an Tom's 
wants cappilin. O'll be chipt if abodda can iwer 
gooa hooam this coud rainy weather, bat thear's 
o'ther won or anuther on em pokin up ther little 
legs, — "Dad, me shoos lets watter in; mun e 
have em mended ? " "Won at lasses wants a pair 
a new pattins, an anuther wants a pair ringin ; 
t' oud nmbereller wants mendin for ivrera day, 
an a new an bnyin for Sundays ; an t' childer'a 
beds wants a pair a blankets ; an we foind bottom 
at coil beeap iwera foive or six week ; an we 
burn a pabnd a candles extra ; an it's mo belief 
at childer heits mooar this coud weather nor they 
dun in summer. An o think these is varra serious 
soigns anole. 

Bie ILeftpoip — Webbut, thah says yo'n better 
nor hofe-a-dozen childer uppat arston ; does thah 
meean to say at yo'n seven ? 
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Jooa— Nou, lad, seven's war nor hofe-a-dozen ; 
we'll foive at hooam, an won prentis at Cornish 
Place, t' biggest metal factory e all t' woild, 
■whear they'll spin a tay-pot befooar abodda can 
say Jack Robison. Thear's won chap wot works 
thear at yuse to play t' corner cubbard for us at 
Crissmas; he's t' best snuff -box makker e all t' 
world, an o shud think he's made as menny as 
ad snuff all t' nooases e England. An as for 
spooins, whoy, they'n spooins for onna mahth 
tliroo a infant a span long to a Oirish giant wot 
cud leet his poip at a gas-lamp. 

Billa Foekdttst — Whoy, thah tell'd me thah'd 
twelve childer; oawer, thah said thah'd four 
lasses, an iwera won on em ad two brothers, an 
that mats twelve, yo kno'n. 

Jack — Ah, lads ; Billa, reckon agean, mun ; 
stur t' foir up, Jooa. 

Jooa — think he wants sum leet uppat subject. 
Jem, fetch sum coil. Hark the wot a woind ! 
It al ge em sum squat uppat Humber to neet ; 
Jack, did thah iwer gooa to Lunnon we watter ? 

Jack — Nou, lad; o don't believe e bein sea- 
sick for eighteen or twenta hahwers, rollin abaht 
uppat deck, as if o didn't care whether o lived 
or deed. 0, says won, if ivver o set mo feet 
uppa land, hell be a foine feller at al get me 
here agean. Fetch me a bucket, crois anuther, 
we a face t' culler of a sheet. It's vast uoist, 
that, eh? 

Jooa — think there's not much fun in it ; but 
then, thah kno's they're better at after for it ; 
but o believe thear's a good menna went to Lunnon 
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be watter wot fun t' road hooam agean be land. 
Here's Jem wit coil : on we it, lad ; let's mak us 
sens cumfortnbble. For mo part, o loik winter 
t' best ; abodia can get sum readin dim nah ; 
yo kno'n, we can sit as snug as a button in us 
two-anu'd chair, after we'n dun us wark at neet, 
be a warm foir-soid, an gooa we Captain Parry 
to't North Powl, or we Franklin to't Copper- 
mine River, an sioh loik. 

Bn, — O'm vast fond a readin travels anole, an 
if o'd plenta brass, o'd travel me sen. 

Jack — Just tell us nah where thah'd travel 
too, if ta cud. 

Bn. — Wa, then, o'll just tell the on a noist 
rahnd ; an t' furst place at o'd gooa too after o 
left Bhewild ad be Heeley, an then to Lunnon ; 
wa, then, o'd get intot English Channel as sooin 
as o cud, an aht a there intot Atlantic Oshan, 
sail past Portugal, an turn t' corner a Spain, an 
throo t' Straits a Gibraltar intot Mediterranean ; 
leeaving Morocco an Barbary, an that lot, at me 
reit hand, o'd get into Turkey, an after o'd seen 
Constantinople, o'd tak a walk be land to Mecca 
in Arabia, an have a look at oud Mahomet's 
toom ; wa, then, o'd alutter o'er t' Persian Gulf 
to Ispahan, an throo Persia to't Indies, to Calcutta, 
whear t' East Indy Cumpana ruined Buckingham ; 
throo there, o'd gooa into Choina to Pekin, where 
they heit dogs an cats, an get o'er t' great wall 
into Choinese Tartars, an pop throo Russian 
Tartara an Russia into Poland, where after 
sheddin a few tears for't poor Poles, o'd get into 
Jarmanna, an then cross t' Jarman Oshan to 
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Hornsea ; an after stoppin a week at Dame Myns's 
to rest me sen, o'd ride to Hull, sail to New Brigg, 
jump uppat "Waterwitch, an cum hooam. 

Joo*. — Good an ! o think thah'd want the shoos 
eoilin afooar thah get back. 

Jack — O'd a cum'd hooam t' back way, oawer ; 
whoil o wer e Russian Tartars o'd a gone throo 
Siberia to Nova Zembla, intot Icy Oshan, an o'er 
t' North Powl into Baffin's Bay, dahn Davis's 
straits, intot Atlantic agean, an then to Liver- 
pool, an hooam. 

Jooa— Aye, aye, it's varra noist gooiu rahnd 
t' world bit foir-soid, we a poip stack e yei cheek, 

an a tot a hooam-hrew'd. Whisht ! whisht ! 

thah Tniin sing small abaht ale ; there's a tee- 
totaler there. 

Bil — say, Jack, thah's varra often sed at 
thah'd summat marvellous to tell us when thah 
cud get summada's consent ; if ta's getn it, prethe 
tell us. 

Jooa — Hah, he has ; an o've wondered menny 
a toime wot it cud be abaht: cum, Jack, here's 
a cheerful foir, an a cleean arston; let's have it. 

Jack — Wa, it's a curious consarn, o'll ashooar 
ya, an niwer wer made public beiooar ; but o've 
getn t' chap's leeave to tell all abaht it ; an as me 
poip's just aht, yo'st have it, to't best a mo 
recollection. Aceordin to't best a mo memora, 
it's nah aboon fifteen year sin this singular event 
took place. shall ne'er forget it whoil o live, 
nor ahr oud lass waint nother. It wer won dark 
dismal dreary neet when a stranger made his 
appearance at ahr hahce, it mooast distresst and 
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helpless condition possible : he wer barefooted an 
withaht hat, an o wudn't a gen him a fardin lor 
all t' clooas he lad on his back; he'd had nowt 
to heit lor mcnny a day, an he wor sooa wake at 
he rala cndn't stan. sartanla wer varra much 
, affected me sea ; hut as for ahr dame, moi stars I 
o thowt it wer all up we her, it made her sa 
badla at they wer fooast to put her to bed, an 
shoo didn't get better for aboon a week ; shoo's 
varra teuder-hearted, yo seen, an shoo'd a good 
deeal a feeliu uppa this occasion ! An for all 
this chap had been t' cause a all thie stur, an had 
made ahr dame so ill, o cndn't help but pity him, 
pooar fellow, he seem'd so innocent pnd helpless ; 
o seed at a stare he worat a imposter, an o seed 
anole at if he wornt relieved directla, at he'd 
soon be deead. Even mo woif , when shoo'd getn 
o'er t' freet, cudn't help but -freely forgive him 
allt' injury he'd dun heT, an werquoite as willin 
at poor crater ahud be tain care on as o wor ; an 
sooa we took t' poor feller in, an fumisht him we 
ivverathmgatwerloikktomaihimcumfortubble. 
O'll nphond ya, he wer in a poor dirta condition ; 
an sooa they wesht him, an get him sum clooas 
on, an offer'd him summat to heit ; but hah 
grievous ! he'd been so long withaht owt, an his 
nater wer so wake, at he end nother heit beef nor 
pnddin ; if he'd a hetten a quarter of a pahnd a > 
o'ther mutton or beef, o believe it ad a HUM him ; 
an sooa, yo kno'n, they geed him a bit at a toime 
an ofEen a wot they thowt ad he easy to digest. 
Well, there wer rucks at naburs cum in to look 
at him, yo're shooar, an varra much they pitied 
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him ; but ther pity niwer get aht a ther mahth 
into ther pockets. " Poor orater ! " esid won, an 
"Wot iwer's to be dun we him?" said another; 
. bnt niwer a'won on om browt him, nou not so 
much as a oud hat, or a oud pair a stockins, or a 
ond shirt, nor a single fardin ; an for all they 
kno'd at them wot gives to't pooar lends to the 
Lord, they'd non on, em nowt to put aht ; an 
here's a varra menna at same stamp yit. Well, 
they wodn't tak him intot warkas, an as for 
sendin him away we a pass, it wer aht at queshton. 
, A" yo may happen think he's a Oixishman becos 
ther worn't na parrishes where he cums throo ; 
but he isn't, nor a Scotchman nother. Oawer, 
booath me an ahr dame wer determined we'd tak 
care on him ; wa, then, after a whoil, when 
things wer a hit sattled, at t' pooar fellow had 
getn warm'd, an his nater a hit strengthen' d we 
Bummat to heit, sum at naburs begun a tokin to 
him, as menny a won'B dun sin ; an among other 
things they ax'd him where he came throo, an 
wot he came there for, an if he woni't ashamed 
on his sen for disturbin fooake at that toime at 
neet, an wot countryman he wor, an wot wer hk 
name, an a whooal heeap moor at o've forgetn ; 
an strange to tell ! they cudn't get a single word 
aht on him, at ad ge onna satisfaction. Wa, 
then, they call'd him rascal, villan, rooag, an 
thretten'd to flog him ; but it all made varra 
little impression on him, for he nobbnt lafft at 
em ; lie didn't seem as if he oared a rush for 
onna on em. But there sartanla wor summat 
varra queer abaht him : sumtoimes he wer varra 
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good-nater'd, yo mat a dun or said owt to him ; 
an at other toimes, for all lie ommast ow'd his 
loif to ob, he wer ill -temper' d past liwin we. 
An as to his religion, nobboda end get that aht 
on him, an o believe me sen it wer hard to tetl 
Tot he wor : he vom't a Methodist, for he'd 
nivver heeard toll a Wesley befooar: he worn't 
a Papist, for he paid nooa respect to't Pope's 
supremacy: sum ma think at he wor a Inde- 
pendent, but he worn't ; he didn't loik infant 
sprinklin ; an he wor nooa Baptist, for he detested 
duekin war still. He paid mooar regard to birth 
privileges nor owt else, and seemed to derive 
mooar comfort aht on em nor owt besoide. Wa, 
then, as to his person, there wer snmmat rather 
singular abaht him : when he wer wesht an 
clooathed an refresht a bit, he seem'd to have a 
varra pratta cahntenance ; he'd blue eyes, lcetiah 
culler'd hair, as though he wer young, but then 
he had no foreteeth,* as if he wer ond ; oavver, 
his hawin no teeth didn't alter his speech a bit ; 
an he wer as fluent, an as much an orator, as won 
can imagine a person loik him to be. He niyver 
spake, but wit strictest propriety ; he mut a been 
spokken too o'ther e French or Lattin, an he'd a 
answer' d o'ther on em as weel as in his mnthei 
tung. He wer varra much loik a traveller, net 
to all Booarts a enmpana ; an ni wer seem'd to be 
a bit basbiuL He wer snnunat odd in his diet ; 
he didn't much matter meit, an though he worn't 
a tee-totaler, he'd niwer tasted ale e all his loif, 
an didn't mnoh matter it nah ; but moi stars! 
he ond twist some milk into him ; we wer a whs 
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fooast to let Mm have his meeals to his sen. 
Oawer, we'n iwera reeason to believe at he's 
cont'd often a varra dacent fammala ; an onna- 
bodda wot wants to see him may com to ahr 
hah.ce, an they'st be eatiafoid. 

Jooa — Thab males me stare, Jack ; does than 
meean to aay at yo'n kept him iwer sin ? 

Jack — doo, mo lad ; an o'm as fond on him 
nah as if he wer me own. 

Jooa — Webbut, consam it, if s quear ; o cahnt 
get into it, rcitla ; bad oad wot he when be 
furst cam ? is he gerrin oud t 

Jacx- lie's not thnrta nah, an sooa he cudn't 
be varra oud. ' 

Jooa — An dusn't ta kno wbear he cum throo ? 

Jack— Whoy, he's been eall'd a Dutchman 
menny a toime, an sum's eall'd h'"» a Scotchman; 
but o'll ashooar thee, quear as it may seem, he's 
niwer wonoe tell'd me whear he cum throo yit. 

Jooa — sbnd ne'er a tain him in, o'm shooar, 
if it had been me. 

Jack — Abbut, dusn't thah kno at remembranoe 
of a good action's sweet P 

Jooa — Hah big is he ? 

Jack — He's not a big an ; o don't think he's 
aboon foive feet an a bofe. 

Bil — Well, Jack, thah's setn me fast; thah'a 
turn'd mo beead rohnd, oarver. 

Jooa — say, Mil, has thah that letter e the 
pocket wot Flummery sent thah dowter ? 

En, — Hah, o have ; an it's nooa fooil on a letter 
notber ; o've seen summat loik it afooar, but not 
bofe so long. But shoo fun it aht, thab kno's, 
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at he loikt rather to much ale ; an sooa shoo seat 
him a gagger back agean it same stoile; but 
o'll read it ya. {Bit read*.) 

Deab. Love, — It is with mnoh humiliation 
and perspiration, and meditation, and con- 
sideration, and irritation, and veneration, that 
I give you this intimation of the horrible 
agitation of my whole sensation ; and though 
such representation may possibly meet your dis- 
approbation, yet it is my determination, without 
further procrastination, to make an early appli- 
cation for your delightful association, which to 
me would be the most unspeakable gratification. 
The estimation in which I hold your qualification 
is my only justification for this obsecration. 
Believe me, Mary, there is neither dissimulation, 
adulation, fabrication, equivocation, falsification, 
machination, affectation, precipitation, prevari- 
cation, nor sophistication, in my communication. 
The contemplation of your immaculation fills my 
whole soul with exultation ; and your acceptation 
of my invitation will be an immediate extrica- 
tion of my captivati/m ; and the delectation 
flowing from your capitulation will he a com- 
bination of consolation, exhilaration, alleviation, 
annexation, and assimnlation ; but an abnegation 
would be productive of consternation and lachiy- 
mation ; and emaciation would be the fearful 
consequence of your alienation from my advocation. 
Dear love, such an indication of your disinclination 
to change your situation for my habitation, will 
be an obliteration of my meditation, and an 
accumulation of lamentation without c 
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JSay, exctuation, even in moderation, would be 
worse than assassination. But shall I not hope 
that ere long deoeculation with deliberation may 
"be the attestation of onr celebration? Snob a 
manifestation of your inclination would fill my 
imagination with irradiation. My supplications 
and ejaculations are without calculation ; and I 
trust that your declaration with discrimination 
will be a corroboration of my expectation ; and 
then, oh, what sweet interrogation, without the 
least derogation to our mutual edification ! That 
this solicitation may be a stimulation to our 
approximation, then my anticipation will be lost 
in the realization of your consociation. 

Tours most affectionately in admiration, 
Jomf "William Thomas Fltjmmert. 

Jooa — Wa, he's a rattler, oawer ; he's ransact 
Dictionary for all them, o'm quoit shooar. But 
wot a foine oily tung he has, hasn't he ? — enuff 
todesaveoudmucklehornde'ilhissen. O'llbebun 
for it, he wer hof e drunk when he writ it. Cum, 
then, let's hear what shoo's sed to him ; o hooap 
shoo'a gen it him reit. He has na names hardla, 
has he? "Wot a swell! John "William Thomas 
Flummery — moi stars ! wot a lot a mummery ! 

Bn. — Cum, then, o'll just read ya her reply, 
an o think it's a varra good an ; it's jist sich a 
won as he owt to have : 

Sin, — I received your annunciation, and I 
think there needs but little penetration to discover 
the fermentation of your cogitation, and the 
exaggeration of your observation. Possibly I 
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may be the causation of your vexation ; for your 
explication has no temptation for me to become 
your relation, and I have no commiseration for 
your pretended deploration. My negation of 
your protestation is the consequence of the 
multiplication of yonr potations, ■which are no 
commendation of yonr prostration, bnt rather a 
deterioration of yonr affirmation. Yonr pretended 
adoration will be no acceleration to our amalga- 
mation ; and, believe me, I can only give yon an 
adumbration of the detestation I feel for the 
creature who, worse than the brute, is guilty of 
intoxication. Sir, it is that cursed crime which 
is the cause of so much degeneration, accusation, 
altercation, calumniation, contamination, debili- 
tation, defamation, deprivation, invocation, lace- 
ration, domination, disputation, desolation, viola- 
tion, desecration, crimination, depredation, mo- 
lestation, provocation, and every species of 
abomination. With such a classification of 
imputation, I make no hesitation in the adminis- 
tration of this flagellation; and I can assure yon 
that no argumentation shall ever induce me to 
take your appellation, therefore, your further 
application will only merit my declamation; so 
your speculation will have a speedy termination, 
without any compensation ; and yon have now a 
demonstration of my execration of inebriation, so 
that without a mighty reformation, and a good 
share of sanctification, yon may save yourself the 
trouble of another oration. 

Tours respectfully, 

CA8TIGATKW. 
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Jack — Shoo's gen it the little drunken scamp 
jost reit. Hello, here's Jem's gron-mather, we 
his drinkin ; let's ax t' oud lass if shoo wer at 
chapel tlast nect. 

Jooa — Nah, dame, hah ahr ya ? 

Daub — A, mo lad, o'm nobbut poorly ; but « 
cahnt expect to be varra weel at mo age ; yo 
■eem, o'm turned seventy-won, an o've had a 
varra deeal a trubble e me loif, an a gret 
faminala, yo* seen ; but o've reeason tubbe 
thankful at o'm na war. 

Jooa — "Wor ya at chappel tlast neet, dame ? 

Dame — Hah, mo lad ; o shall gooa to't chappel 
whoil iwer o ean crawl aht ; mo religion's all t' 
comfort o have e this world, mo lad. 

Jooa — "We, an hah did ya loik t' parson ? 

Uajte — loikt him uncommon weel, o'll 
nphoud thee. 

Jooa — Cud ya understand all he sed ? 

Dams — Hah, mo lad, varra weel. 

Jooa — Sun ya remember him makkin use at 
word metaphizzics ? 

Damb — doo, mo lad, varra weel ; it's a 
blessed word, that. 

Jooa — Then yo kno'n wot it meeans, o reckon ? 

Dams — A, bless the, mo lad, tubbe shooar o 
doo ; it meeans at Jesus Christ's booath meit an 
phizzick. . . 

Jack — "Well dun, dame ! that's t' best definition 
at iwer o heeard e all mo loif . 

Bn>— say, Jack, o've a proime plate for the ; 
thear wer foive or six on em drest ther sens pratta 
Kmart, an went an axt a landlord if they end 
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have a proivate room for a day, as they'd a small 
parta. "0 yis," sap he, "we've a beautiful 
room up stairs, an we'st he glad to sarve ya we 
onna thin g at t' hahce affooards." Sooa they get 
ther dinners an toy, an a lot a drink ; and when 
they thowt they'd had enuff, they eall'd t' land- 
lord up, an tell'd him to bring em a bill ; sooa 
he varra sooin did that, an for heitin an drinkin 
they'd £1 Is. 6d. to pay. Sooa they said won 
to another, " It's varra little." " It is," says 
another, " o'll pay it." " Nah, than shahn't, o 
will," said a third, an slapt his hand in his 
pocket ; whoile a fourt, in as big a hurry, says, 
" Hon, non, o'll pay it me sen." An t' landlord 
lafft heartily ; they're roit ans, these, says he to 
his sen, they'n plento a brass. " Cum, com," 
says a fifth, "just for a. lark, o'll tell ya hah it 
shall be ; t' landlord shall be blurted, an t' furst 
he catches shall pay all." Sooa they all agreed, 
an whoile won chap wer bluftin him, tuthers 
polled off ther shoos, an set off dahn stairs, an 
aht at hahce they soil'd, an t' last chap followed 
em. Sooa, t' landlord's son seein em ran aht a 
that way, went np stairs to see wot wer t' matter ; 
an he'd no sooner getn intot room, but his fath'er 
ligs fast houd on him — " To pay, yo pay, yo 
pay," says he. Beledda, t' son thowt he'd been 
crazed ; but when he onblufted him, an he seed 
his customers had ont an diddled him, moi 
Btars '. hah he rompt, an stampt, an rooard loik 
a tahn hull 1 Yo'd a thowt he'd a cutn hu 
throit, he wer so mad. 

Jack — It's a good an ; temperance chaps wad 
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enjoy titer sens o'er that. Bnt here, o'll tell the 
a tale, hah to meet sorrow. A w nmmm went into 
a nabur's hahce one day, an when shoo get in, t' 
missis wer Bet in a chair it middle at hahce flooar, 
wit choild on her knee, roarin as if her vara, 
heart ad bnrik. " Bless me," says t' wnmman, 
"wot's irver t' matter, N ansa ? Is t' ohoild 
badla ? " Bat shoo sed nowt, but huddled choild 
to her breast, an blest it little heart, an then shoo 
Bobbed agean. "Nansa, Hansa," said wumman, 
*' wof s iwer t' matter ? yo're ommast heart- 
brokken." lint shoo still took no nooatis, bnt 
preset little an still eloiser to her: "Moi pratta 
crater," says shoo. "Is it badla?" says t' 
wumman, " or has it gctn lamed 1 dear, 
dear, wot's t' matter?" "A, mo lass," says 
shoo, " o wer just thinkin if that Baucepan full 
a .boilin hot watter wer to tumble o'er an scald 
this choild to deeath, wot a thing it ad be, an all 
throo me wantin to wesh t' dishes up." 

Bin*. — "Wot, han yo hoeard these lecters abaht 
wimmin, be wct-dnn-they-call-her P — wot's her 
name, Jooa ? let's see ; bless me, at o shod forget ! 
Shoo cums throo Luunuu, o think : wot a memra 
o have ! they call her Miss — Miss — Miss — consarn 
it! Mies wot is it? there's a parliment man at 
same name, o think ; Miss— Miss Coldwell, is it ? 
nou, that's not it ; o have it at me tang end : 
Miss — Miss — Bil, dnsn't thah remember it ? 0, 
they call her, Miss — ftorafg Aw heeadj Miss — 
Mise — Mack summat, o think it is— 

Bil — Macanley, 

Bilu — Aye, aye, tubbe ahooar, lad; Hacanley, 
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that's it ; abddda awlis maks mooar misses nor 
bite. Han yer heeard her ? o suppooas shoe's 
grand. 

Jack — Wa, if shoo can do t' wimmin onna 
good, bless her, let her emu ; but o shud loik to 
ax her a few queslitons abaht sum wimmin. 
1st — Whether it isn't unnatterable for a young 
wumman to srnook ? 2nd — Wot' a a man to do ve 
his woif when shoo waint be missis ? 3rd — Wot's 
he to do we her when shoo will be t' mester? 
4th — Whether a wumman's onna bissniss to toke 
aht on her kale ? 5th — Wot's t' best thing for a 
wumman to wesh her mahth aht we, when ahoo's 
dmi swarin? 6th — Wot's t' reeason at sum 
wommen's tungs an conaciencea is booath a 
length ? 7tb — Whether it ian't abominable to 
see a wumman cum woipin her mahth aht an a 
gra-ahop ? 8th — Which ia t' biggist plague to a 
man, a scoudin woif, a dirty woif, or a gossapin 
woif ; an whether ther's onna core for furat 
withaht lookin her jawa, for't second withaht a 
pump, an for't third withaht amputation ? if ah, 
if ahoo can ge us onna advoice abaht these things, 
we'll groind her dthers for nowt. Ello, here's 
ahr mester. 

Masteb — Has onna on ya been to hear t' Spring 
street Philosophers yit ? understand at they' a 
fan. it aht at the devil ian't a loiar, 

Bn, — Wa, then, if that's true, o'm quoit ahooar 
the devil's best fellow it lot ; but o think between 
the devil an them there's nooa choice, for they're 
all Ioiars on a lump. 

Mast.ee — I wonder what they would make of 
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subjects like the following : 1st — 'Whether 
infidels don't hate the Bible for the purity of its 
contents, more than because they believe it not 
true ? 2nd— What is the reason that infidels 
love women and vine more than divinity? 
3rd — "Whether an atheist who rains a female by 
Reduction ought not to be hanged, and if so, bow 
many are there in Sheffield that would swing ? 
4th — "Whether it would not be advisable for all 
the adulterous atheists of both sexes to form a 
colony, and live in common, like dogs? 5th — 
Whether any other infidel in Sheffield can knock 
his kept mistress's eyes up so philosophically as 

-old did a few weeks ago ? — ■name to be 

mentioned when discussed. 6th — Whether it is 
not reasonable to suppose, that if an atheist lives 
like a brute, he wfll die like one ? 
Bn, — Well dun, mester ; they're elois grain'd 
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MISCELLANEOUS CONVERSATIONS 



No. m. 
[From the "Annual" for lfltlS.] 



MATELMONTAL DISCUSSION. 



Bit Heptpoip — Wot, o say, Jonna, thah't it 
bachelor's row yit, o reckon, ain't ta ? 

Jonna — Sloik o am ; did ta think o'd lost me 
brains, an ad getn marrid ? 

Bn, — Whoy, thah sees, there's a menus quear 
things happens e these gret tahns. But o say, 
Jonna, wot ta niwer tntcht we luv ? 

Jiinha — Hah dusta meean ? 

Bn, — Whoy, o meean, did ta niwer sea ■ 
beautiful lassie, as t' Scotch chap says, "whoae 
bright wild innocence, when her soft sweet lip* 
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-were curled into a smile," made thee feel as if 
thah cudn't toll hah ta felt ? 

Joss* — Wa, o believe o wonce felt rather 
qnear abaht won, but when o thowt nppat after 
claps, it went off. 

Bil — "Wot, thah wer afreead thah cudn't keep 
her, wor ta ? 

Jontja — Thah Bees, mun, o began a thinkin 
abaht restless neeta, liggins in, an liggins aht, 
doctor's bills as long as me arm, shoos an clooas 
an mejt for hofe-a-dozen chillier, besoide a good 
deeal a trubble wit yung ans, an ten toimes 
mooar wit ond ans. Moi stars an garters ! sich 
loik thowts as these freeten'd luv aht on me we 
a rattle, an o've ne'er been trubbled we it sin, 
mun, o lodged we sum fooahs at that toime, 
wot ad hofe-a-dozen on em ; an o wor fooast to 
leeave em, they kickt up sich rows, especially in 
a mornin; an o dooan't loik to be disturbed, 
thah kno's. 

Brx — Thah't a coward, Jonna ; bnt if thah wer 
man-id, thah wudn't need to be tbrustin t' warm- 
in-pan e the bed iwera neet ; thah wudn't need 
to be lappin hot bricks e flannel, to keep the feet 
warm. Oer a woif , mun, an then thah'll have a 
warmin-pan authorized booath be heaven an 

Jokna — A, wot a tail ahr cat's getn ! Billa, 
mo lad, thah says nowt abaht gerrin aht a bed 
in a eoud dark frosty neet, we a weet shirt, to 
gooa dahn t' stairs, to fetch t' Godfrey bottle up 
— thab says nowt abaht sittin up e bed it middle 
at neet for two or three hahwers, nuddlin t' 
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ehoild e the arms to care it at belly-ache, an then 
gerrin aht a bed agean, slippin the britches on, 
an gooin dahn t' stairs to bio t' foir up, to mat a 
sop a gin -punch for the poor little squeealer ; an 
then thah taks him an roots him nppat chamber 
floosr, an wakkens the next door nabor. 0, it's 
vast noist for a fella to he singin, " Iloek-a -boo- 
babby, lig still we the daddy," at two o'clock it 
mornin, when he owt to be snoorin asleep. An, 
besoide, all that isn't t'warst — just nobbut think 
a gerrin aht an a warm bed, when t' wind's bloin 
a riggilar hnrrikin, an t' snow driftin ennff booath 
to hloind an berry abodda, to run whoil yer 
onunast brussen to fetch t' doctor (as o've heeard 
em say t' next day) ; an after a good deeal a 
rattlin at door, an ringin at neet-bell, t' doctor 
puts his heead aht at winder — " What do yon 
want ? " says he. want yo to a labor. " To 
a labour," croies t' doctor, "why, I have not 
been in bed more than half -an- hour. Where do 
you bye? — what's the name? Yery well, I'll 
be with you by-and-by." An then t 1 pooar feller 
wokes abaht, stamps his feet, rattles his hands 
agean his soides, ennff to send his ribs in"; just 
to save him throo bein starved to deeath. say, 
this is sawora, isn't it T Cumforts a matri- 
monna, eh ? 

Bil — A, oud chap, thah' a a frosta soul ! Thah 
must a been bred on a hoiceberg, born in a snow- 
drift, an snckeld we icicles ! Thee iwer toucht 
we lnv ! Non, lad, Gnpid's shafts nivrer went 
skin-deep into thah coud coposition, not they, 
marra. But o say, thah owt to be t' last to aty 
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owt abaht gerrin up it neet. Hah menny toimes 
has thah fun the sen hof e starved to dee ath when 
thah's wakken'd wit clooos kiokt offa the ? A 
varra noiet seet to see a feller bloin a foir up it 
middle at neet, becos he cudn't get na heeat into 
his hoicy carom e bed ! An thah't trubbled wit 
neet-mare, thah says. Good stars ! wot a pickle , 
for a chap tubbc e bed be his sen, strugglin under 
all t' horrif oin sensationB at neet-mare ! Snm- 
toimes thah sees a gret ruff feller cum intot 
chamber we a dagger in hie hand to murder the ; 
thah troies to shaht we all thah moit an main, 
Hurder ! but t' oud mare has the fast, shoo's 
lockt the jaws up ; an thah maks t' dismalist 
grumble, snmmat loik t' rumblin of a earthquake, 
or Bummat mooar horrable still. Thah troies to 
get up an run to't winder, but an enormous 
weight presses thee dahu. Thah sees this rnffin 
at the bedsoid ; thah sees him lift his murderous 
arm; he stroiks; an then the straggle is too 
much for nater itsen. Thah feels at the soida 
for't dagger, but, luckily for thee, it went slap 
up to't hilt intot neet-mare, an shoo tumbled 
offa the, an left thee just aloive, an that's all. 
"Wa, then, thah't sumtoimes in a field, an a mad 
bull after the ; an iwera toime thah troies to 
run, the feet slips throo under thee, an thah 
eahnt for the varra soul stur offa t' spot, till t' 
bull gete his horns in the rump, an wit mooast 
tremendous rooar at iwer wer bellow'd, sends 
the whizzin intot air; an just when thah't 
thinkJn a cummin dahu agean, thah wakkens, in 
a muck sweeat, thankful to foind the sen e bed. 
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Oawer, o Bhahn't wunder if t' oud mare dusnt 
crush thee to decath sum neet, if thah dusn't ger 
a woif to knock her often thee. But after all 
this, dusn't thah kno at this world's made up a 
contraries ; an at whether a chap be single or 
dubble, he's ahooar to meet we a good dccal a 
(rabble. 

Jonba — "Wa, o kno o labor under a disadvant- 
age we sleepin be me sen ; but o think o'st get 
Tomma Safesoides to eleep we ma. 

Bil — 0, shockin ! shockin ! shockin ! War 
an war ! Wot, two bachelors e won bed ! Un- 
natterable ! monstrous ! Whooa can think a sich 
a thing withaht shiwerin ; limbs tremblin ; teeth 
chatterin ; two pooar fellers frozzen to decath e 
bed !' There's nowt else for it. 

Josna — Abbut, man, o've t' odds on thee in a 
good menny things, for all the noise. Thah 
moinds, it's easier to fill won mahth e toime a 
bad trade nor hofe-a-dozen, O've nooa cbilder , 
to heart-braik me we rooarin for bread, when o've 
non to ge em. Ho fammala's all under me hat, 
thah kno's, an o've nobbada to grnmble at'me 
when o've a bad week ; an o can goo aht when 
o loik, an goo in when o loik, an o've niwer a 
mpoamin coach rams to fetch me throo t' ale-ass; ■ 
an o can have wot iwer o loik, o'ther to beit, 
drink, or ware ; an o can goo to bed when o loik, 
an o can get up when o loik (all but when o've 
t' neet-mare), beeos o've nobbada to binder me. 

Bn. — Thah can gooahooam whenta loiks, thah 
says ; an piethe, wot enmf ort hesta when thah 
gets there ? Thah's a sulky oud hahcekeeper, 
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■wot just looks as pleasant as a umtticofe's dadda ; 
an ond crabb'd, cross grained cratch of an oud 
maid as i-trer werritted t' skin off m her booans, 
welcums the hooam we a look enuff to freeze 
one's varra vitals. Off to bed shoo gooas, an 
leeaves thee to cumfort the sen we a pot foil a 
cowd porridge wot's been made sum three or 
four hahweri. Sat just look at cnpple at o can 
tell the on, if ta wants a sample a wot they call 
connubial happiness. He gooas hooam at neefc, 
goto him wesht, site him dahn in his two-arm'd 
ebaii a won soid at table, an his woif at tuther ; 
shoo reiches him t' baoea an t' poip, an draws 
him a glass at Norfolk brewery best ; here's a 
cleean arston, an a cheerful f oir ; he looks in her 
face, " and the glance of her eyes seems as mild 
aa a summer morning breaking on the earth, 
when the first rays of the sun shoot like streaks 
of gold across the sea ; and her smiles shed an 
angel influence over him, while the sweet out- 
pourings of her mind flow forth like a river, and 
her wit plays like the ripple which the gentle 
breeze makes to sport upon its bosom ; while her 
countenance beams smiles on his, and her curling 
lips whisper the softest music, they sit and look 
into each other's eyes, as if their Creator had 
given nothing else worth looking at on this side 
of heaven. Upon such a happy pair age will 
descend imperceptibly, as the calm twilight of a 
lovely evening, when the stars steal out, and the 
sunbeams die away, as a holy stillness glides 
through the air, like the soft breathings of an 
angel unfolding from his celestial wings the 
silken curtains of a summer night." 
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That one word, wife, outiin, eonti 

It u m word oT mnnc, which cu 61 
The nil with melody, when ■orrot 



Ii ill that fete baa left 10 call our own." 

Jobtja— Save us! thah must be inspired, or 
else that's been among t' " Tafcs at Booardera." 
Bur, oawer, thah's made me feel rather funny. 
Bar, o say, is ther a good metuoy woives o that 
eooart? Becos o'vc heeard tell a drunken woiYes, 
an nasta dirta woives, an scoudin woives, an 
gossapin woives, an dishonest woives, an -wives 
wet's been croid dahn be t' bellman, an moves wot 
can moind iwera bodda's bissness bat ther awn; 
hah is it, thinks ta, at abodda duan't heear tell a 
mooar good ana ? 

Be, — Whoy, o'll toll the wot o think abaht 
it ; there's a vara menny nah days wot's made 
into woives e ther veeal booans, an they oontionie 
to be co'ves all t' days a ther loives ; an there's 
thahsands wot's made bad woives be t' bad conduct 
a ther husbands. Wot bissness has a chap at 
ale-ass iwera neet it week, when he's a waif wot 
ad be glad on his cumpana at hooam? It's a 
soign he loiks his point better nor his woif , If 
he wants a sup a ale, whoy dusn't he have it at 
hooam, an let his woif enjoy booath it an him? 
Wot did he tak her for? But e stead a this, he 
stays aht late, gets drunk, neglects his wark, 
abuses her he pertended to loik; then there's 
black hoies an brokken booans, poverta an rags 
coma in, an luv Holes aht for iwer. O'st say f 
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same as o've said befooar — iwera marrid man 
owt to luv his awn arston next beet to bis woif , 
an hie woif boat of all ; an if he dusn't, depend 
on't, there's nooa real happiness there. 

Jobna — Marra, lad, o think all that sahnds to 

Bn, — say this — if a man has a luwin 
affectionate woif, an can addle as much manna 
as al keep b'ni an his fammala dacent and cum- 
fortubble, o say that chap's just happiest man 
nppa this eirclura globum. 

Joitoa — believe he is, ond lad ; an o wish 
o'd one on em just nah. "Wot dusta think abaht 
it, Jack ? for thah says nowt. 

Jack — Hon, man, o've gotn tooth-ake o'er bad. 

Jooa — Thah has ? wa, o've just heeard on a 
cure for it ; an if thah'll do it, o'll forfeit mo 
heead if iwer thah's t' tooth-ake onna mooar. 

Jack — Do it t o'd do owt to be shut on't. 

Jooa — Wa, then, it furst place, thah mun cork 
the throit up, an fill the mahth full at best 
creeam at ta can ger ond on, an then nock the 
heead agean a wall till it's all ohurned to butter ; 
an o'll warrand that al kill t' nerve. 

Jack — Dusta meean till mo heead's churned to 
butter, or t' creeam ? 

Jooa — "Whey, thah ma have the choice, becos 
o'ther al do. 

Bil — Solomon Bed thear wer nowt new under 
t' sun ; but hark ya. went to't doctor yister- 
day, for sum physic for abx oud lass ; an whoil o 
wet waitin in cums a wnmman We a choild in her 
arms. "If yo pleease, sur," says shoo, "o've 
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browt this choild to see if ya can do it onna good." 
" What's the matter with it, my good woman?" 
says t' doctor. "Whoy, sur," says shoo, "it's 
getn t' pain it box varra bad." " Fain it box, 
my good woman — pain it box! What do yon 
mean by the pain in the box ? I never heard 
tell of the pain in the box before. Can yon tell 
me where its box is ? " says t' doctor. " Whoy, 
but," says shoo, clappin her hand uppat choild's 
breast, " it's just sumwhere abaht here, o think." 
"Aye, aye," says t' doctor, " yon mean its cheat, 
don't you ?" " dear, yis, but, o'd forgotten; 
o thowt it ad been t' box." 

Jack — Wot, we're bahn to have a national 
system of eddication, arn't we ? 

Bn, — reckon aooa ; dusta kno wot they're 
bahn to larn em ? 

Jack — Larn em ! whoy, they'll lam em 
joggraffa an jommatra, an etronnoma, an mathe- 
matticks, an a mett-a-fizzics, an akkosticks, an 
akkrosticks, an cattoptrieks, an dioptricks, an 
i-ro-glifticks, an jimnasticks, an heethicks, an 
i-drollicks, an newmatticks, an' statticks, an 
opticks, anrettricks, an lodgicks, and all other icka. 

Jooa — Then it al be all np wit ond wumman 
schools, o reckon ; for o expect childer al begin 
to larn lodgie befooar they'n dun suckin, when t' 
national system begins a commencin. 

Bn. — O'll sho the a sample of a oud lass larnin 
a choild to spell Corner. An sooa thah mun just 
picter to the sen a oud stingy -lookin crater, we a 
pair a specks en her nooas, an a stump on a rod 
in her hand. 
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Missis (points to a Utter) — "Wot's that ? 

Choild — dooan't kno. 

Missis — C for Charley. Goose, dusn't ta see ? 
"Wot's t' next? 

Choild— Bahnd 0. 

Missis — Thah's guest it : wot's V next ? 

Cholld — B for Richard. 

Missis — Ger on we the : wot's t' tnther ? 

Choild— Dubbleyoo . 

Missis — Tonk we the, it's no mooar loik a 
dubbleyoo nor a cat's loik a magpoy. It's N, 
thah slut. "Wot's them two, eh, maddam? 

Choild (we it finger in it eye) — dooan't kno. 

Missis— E for elber, an E for Bob, thah flat ; 
thah'll ne'er lam nowtwhoilta lives. Bah, then, 
wot dun they all spell F say, C-O-R-N-E-B, 
wot duz it spell ? 

Choild (ommatt hwrt-brokken) — dooan't 

Missis (in a patsion, shout*)— NOOIK, that 
nuvvis, 

Jooa — T' ond lass had a new plate to spell boi. 
But hark the ; if thah'd a heeard wot o heeard 
yesterda, thah'd a crackt the eoides we laffin. 
There happened to be a gret crahd a fooaks abaht 
a ale-ass dooar ; sooa o axt oud achooil-missis wot 
wer t' matter, an shoo tum'd up her tuther pair 
ahoies — "A, bless ya," says shoo, "it's a woeful 
job ! it's t' cmnner wot's houdin a conquest o'er 
a man wot they'n fan deead." 

Jack — Better still ; that's a bit a good — 
Silo, here's Jooa Guzzle cummin. BO, ax him 
hah long it is sin they burked him e Scottledon. 
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Bil — Bay, Jooa, is it true at thah'd loiken'd 
ta been burked wh.cn that wer e Edinburro ? 

Joo* — Hah, beledda ia it, lad ! bur o'll tell the 
hah it wor. Thah sees, t' meater's son wot v 
worked for get manid, an he geed all t' men an 
the woivcb a riggil&r good doo. Well, we get a 
proime dinner, an then we began, a drinkin 
whiskey toddy, an befooar dark sum on us begun 
to see dubble, an soon after we cudn't see at all ; 
an o think it wer ommast Criegmas. went aht, 
thinkin o'd fetch a cumrade a moine, wot wer a 
furst-rate singer ; but o hadn't gone far befooar 
t' air an t' whiskey laid me quoit enuff it middle 
ou a square, an hah long o laid there o cahnt 
tell; but, oawer, oworn't there when owakken'd, 
that's a shooar thing, becos o fun me sen in a 
seek, we a plaister all o'er one soid a me face. 
It's clear enuff they meant to stop me breeath, 
but e thcT hurry they'd left one corner a me 
month uncuwer'd ; an there o wor, thrown in a 
corner in a proivate disseetin room, we not a rag 
a me back but me shirt. When o fun o'd a 
plaister on me face, o made me sen shooar o'd 
been burked ; but wot surproised me t' mooast, 
o heeard em fiddlin an donsin it next room, an 
then o thowt at hah me shop-mates ad been 
pnttin t' jooak on me ; nay, o thowt a hunderf 
things at once ommast. Oawer, o begun to feel 
whear o wor (for o cudn't see), an o haunt 
grooapt long befooar o laid houd on a chap's 
uooas, as coud as hoice ; an o fun he wer as naket 
as ivrer he wer born. Thear, says o, thah'll b& 
starved to deeath ; an o rowld him, an ahatt 
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bur he wxidn't spaik ; an sooa o went 
, thinkin to foind a dooar, yo kno, 
an o fan one, an they wer singin and donsin still ; 
but this dooar wer fast ennff , an o'd nooa daht 
but this wer t' dooar at o'd been browt in at. 
Nab., then, wot mnn e doo, says o ; o cudn't 
raitch t' winder, an it wer so dark o end haidla 
tell ther wor one. Nab, it happened that there 
wer a proivate dooar wot went intot room where 
t' donsin wor ; an o happened varra luokila to 
foind it, an as luck ad have it, it had been left 
unbolted. They'd gen o'er fiddlin nah, an o 
fancid they wer gerrin ther supper. Wa, thinks 
o, o'll bolt reit slap in at wonoe, an risk all 
consequences ; an sooa in o went, but moi stars ! 
booatb them an me wer all sear'd aht on ub wits. 
Thear wer abaht eight or ten foine ladies, wot 
had been paying a visit to't doctor's woife ; but 
O wot a seet ! table wer kickt o'er in a ' jiffa, an 
t' glasses, an t' plates, an t' tarts wer sent e all 
directions. Sum fainted away, one fell in a fit, 
another fell dahn it dooar steead, an two mooar 
fell at top on her, e ther hurry to ger aht at gate ; 
an soon o jumpt o'er em all three, an ger aht as 
soon as o end foind t' way. Oavver, o borrow'd 
sommada's whoite shawl, an lapt me sen e that, 
for o thowt for sartin o shud be starred to deeath ; 
«n it rained an blew, an it wer as dark as deeath. 
Oawer, o just turned me heead to look whear 
o'd been, an a lamp tell'd me o'd been in a 
dissoctin room, an o shakt wit thowta at o'd jnst 
Tnisst bein cut up. But o wom't to stan still e 
that pickle, an o heeard a gret noise at tuther 
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soid at street as if Bummada wer fallin ait, so a 
just went an lissen'd, an o soon fun it abt at 
they'd been benin summada that day wot ad 
deed withaht a will; an they wer ommaat at 
f oitin which ahud have t' mooaat brass. Sooa o 
knockt at dooar, an two or three on em cum to 
oppen it, but afooar o cud spaik, they ran 
screeamin, " Here's me uncle in his graye- 
clooas ; " but tuther thowt at they wer hooaxin 
em, Booa they cum, an o wer just steppin in. 
"Oh!" aaya one, "thah ma takt munna for 
me ; " bnt they wer all aht at back-do'oar iu a 
cupple a hofe shake, an o'd t' hahce to me sen. 
Well, thinks o, it al not do to stop here, for if t* 
watchmen ahud catch me, they'll tak me for a 
thief. Sooa o drank a tumbler a pooart woine, 
wot wer stannin uppat table, an off o set ; an aa 
sooin as o'd getn aht at dooar, o heeard a watoh 
train t' neet ; thinks o, o'll ax him whear o am, 
an bein withaht stockins an shoos, o ger up to 
him befooar he seed me, an o .tapt him o'er t' 
shoulder; says o, ""Wot part" — bur he turned 
his heead, an afooar o cud ger anuther word aht, 
he jumpt a yard hoigh — " Murder ! " says he, 
an his rattle fell aht on his hand, an he didn't 
stop to pick it-up nother. Sooa o foller'd him, 
an o ahahted, "Stop, coward;" bur he wanted 
none a mo cumpana, an o'er a wall he went, an 
me after him, an o jnmpt bang uppen a drunken 
feller on a different kidney just then throo t' 
watchman — "Ello, ghosta," Bays he, "thah'ta 
rare weight, but thah mon't cum that agean." 
Hah, lad, thinks o, it's much if thah ara't 
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plaistered an in a seek befooar long. Oawor, o 
lost watchman, an o'd nooa toime to spate to toke 
to't tuther chap, for o wanted to be at hooam, 
an o wer rare an pleeased to Bee a church wot 
tell'd me whear o wot. Nah, yd mun understand, 
at t' hahce where we'd had ua doo at, wer reit at 
tuther mid at church yard ; iooa, o jumpt o'er t' 
rails to cross it for't gainest. Oawer, we it 
rainin so terrible fast, o just slipt intot church 
pooarch to shelter a hit, an get me would ; bur o 
hadn't stood a minnit afooar o heeard summada 
tokin a baok at dooar it church, an one says to't 
tuther, " I say, Jem, we made quick return of 
that drunken bobhy to-night." " Yes," says t' 
tuther, " I think we had him stript, plastered, 
sacked, and in the dissecting-room in twenty 
minutes; but it's doing business, three in one 
neet, and I'll warrant it they're all three in 
Glasgow in less than twenty horns." Good 
hewena, says o tumme sen, here's me murderers ! 
an me blud boil'd e me vanes — o'll troi wot yer 
made on; o'm sober nah. Sooa o brissled up 
me mettle, an just nah t' dooar oppen'd, an aht 
curns won, we a body in a bag on his shoulder, 
an o stood loik a statty, an in a low hollow tone 
o says, " Cannot the dead rest," au dahn he fell 
as if he'd been shot, an t' body at top on him ; 
but as for't tuther feller, he cut hack intot 
church, an whether he wer soared aht on his wits 
or not, o cahnt tell; oawer, o ne'er seed him. 
Nah, says o, o'll just sarve yo aht ; sooa o etript 
him, an put his clooas on me sen, an o slutter'd 
t' body aht at seek, an popt him in, threw him 
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o'er me ahoolder, and took him where he took 
me. Sooa o called this human carcass deenler 
np, an tell'd bim o'd browt a subject. " Ib he 
dead or alive," says he, "because I have had one 
ran away to-night." (0 kno that, nays o tumme 
ten, hut J whether he's decad or aloive o cahnt 
tell ; o've browt him aht at church yard, o can 
tell that, an if yo don't loik him yo may tak him 
back agean. Sooa o cum a left him, an whether 
he lived, or whether lie deed, o niwer knew nor 
niwer cared. 

Bil — Tbah sarved him jost reit; biter get 
bitten. Bnt gooa on we the tale. 

t ooa — Wa, just when o wer cummin aht at 
doctor's, o seed a lot a fooaks etannin abaht doosr 
whcar o'd been t' ghost, sooa o just stcpt o'er. 
" Wot'st' matter, goodfooaks," says o. "Whoy," 
says won chap, " they'n been berrin an oud man 
wof s deed* wetliaht a will, an here's a lot on em 
wot wants to wrong sum childer aht a ther reits, 
an sooa t' oud man cams agean, an they'n agreed 
at childer shud have it all ; but they dursn't cum 
intot hahce, an we're tentin it whoil momin." 
Wa, that's just reit, says o, an o poked me hands 
into mo new britches pockets for't furst toiras, 
an walked off. But wot dun ya think ? o skpt 
me hand agean foive sovrius, an o sung, be 
joyful 1 an wer at hooam e nooa toime, an sed 
nowt to nobbada whoil mornin. An sooa yo 
seen, o get proice a me awn body, an t' body 
amnio. 

Jack — say, Fred, thah'a hetten all that 
tommy, an ne'er sed grace. 
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Feed — Whoj, they don't say grace to droi 
bred, do they, eh P 

Jack — Hah, sloih they do ; they owt to say 
grace to iwera thing. O've heeard toll on a chap 
sayin grace to a bishop, afooar nah. 

Jooa — "Wot, wor he bahn to heit him ? 

Jack — "Whoy, t' bishop thowt sooa. 

Jooa — Hah wor it, prethe ? 

Jack — Wa, thah sees, he wer cummin to 
confirm t' lade an lasses it parish, an soca t' 
parson sed to his man John — "John, weshallhave 
the Archbishop here to-morrow, and remember 
when you are handing h\m out of his carriage, 
youmustsay, 'Tonr Grace.'" "Very well," sir, 
says John. Sooa John practis't his grace all t' ncet, 
for freead he shnd mak a blunder. Oawer, t' 
next day cums t' bishop, an away John runs, 
oppens t' carriage dooar, gets fast houd on his 
arm — " For wot o'm bahn to receive, may o be 
truly thankfol," says he ; an t' bishop stared at 
him, an twitcht his arm away. " Why, you are 
not going to eat me, I hope, are you, John?" 
an away intot parson's hahce he went, an toll'd 
em John had been sayin his grace hcfooar meit, 
an a rare laff they had on it. 
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MISCELLANEOUS COflTERSATIONS 



[From the Supplement to the "Annua! " for 1838.] 



Jack — say, Kl, we're bahn to have a Lord 
Mare e Shewild, arn't we ? 

BrL — reckon we're bahn to have a mare 
withaht a lord. Thah kno's, or else that owt to 
kno, at there's nobbut two Lord Marea, an won's 
at York an t' tuther at Lnnnun. 

Jack — An a set a aldermen anole, arn't we P 

Bil — guess we are. 

Jack — An wot will they have to do ? 

Jooa — Heit turtle soop, an guzzle woine ; an 
they'll be grot big fellas, we bellies loik hogs- 
heeads, an heeada loik boilers, an mahtha wot ad 
swaller a bottle a aherra befooar thah cud say 
Jack Bobiaon. 

Jack — An wot besoide ? ( 

Jooa — "Whoy, they'll mak thee an me pay for 
it, o reckon. 

Jack — Webbut, shahn't we be na better for 
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hawin em ? they sen here isn't tubbe nooa lord 
maro's feeast, an sich loik, wethaht they payn 
for it ther sens. 

Jooa — Better? hah, sloik we shall; if thah 
gets drank, an flops a watchman's een up, an 
gets intot hoil o'er it, whoy, that'll get troid 
next day, e ateead a hawin to lig two or three 
neets under t' clock. 

Jooa Guzzus — That's worth onna thing. 

Jack — then, it's for 1 ! benefit at drunkards, 
is it, at we're to pay two thahsand a year, eh ? 
Wa, o'm shooar there's not a drunken thing it 
tahn but wot al be Yarra much obleeg'd to these 
gentlemen for it. . 

Bo. — ¥a, but ahr great lamed men says at 
hah it al be a good thing f or't tahn ; at hah it al 
moraloise us, an bring ahaht household suffrage, 
an vooat be ballot, an o kno'nt wot beBoide. 

Jack — Well, well, if it al doo us onna good, 
let's have a mare an a horse anole, nobhut tak 
good care at mare dnsu't turn aht to be a ass, 
for we'n been ass't ehuff. 

Bn, — Thah maks me think abaht Mare a 
Doncaster. He wer wonce roidin on a ass in a 
field at ahtsoid at tahn, an a chap wot belonged 
field wer cummin past, an seed him ; sooa when 
he ger intot tahn, he met a lad wot went bit 
name a Soft Jack. " Jack," says he, " there's a 
mare an a ass e mo field at tahn end yonder ■ if 
thah '11 fetch em aht, an put em it pinfoud, o'll 
ge the sixpence." Sooa off Jack set, we a good 
thich cudgel in his hand, an intot field he went, 
an stared all rahnd, but cudn't see his gam ; till 
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at last t' Hare seed him Btarin abaht, an axt him 
wot lie wer seekm. " Whoy, sur," says Jack, 
" Mr. Sharp's sent me to catch a mare an a ass, 
wot he sed wer e this field, an he'd ge me six- 
pence ; but o can see non on em," says he, vara 
sorrowfully, for fread he shudn't get sixpence. 
" Whoy," saya t' Mare, " thah flat, he meeans 
me ; here, Jack, here's sixpence for thee." 

Jack — T* oud mare had a bit a generosity 
abaht her. 

Bn. — say, Jooa, o wish tnah'd gee ua a sooat 
an a runnin accahnt a thah travels after thah get 
the discharge e Spain. 

Jack — That's just wot o ahud loik to hear; 
becoa o've heeard sed at hah thah wer wouce tain 
up an putii into a monastery, or t' inquisition, or 
summat a that sooart. 

Jooa Guzzle — It ommast mats me bind run 
cowd to think on't ; but, oawer, o've nooa 
objection, as it al ge ya sum idea wot popery is 
e Spain. Get the poip let, Billa, an stur t' foir 
Up ; clap a lump a coil on, an ne'er heed t' prop- 
eroiatora. Wa, then, o think when o get mo 
discharge we wer at a place called Talavera ; an 
when o'd rig'd me sen aht we aum new clooaa, o 
thowt o'd set off for merry England. ..Oawer, 
as o'd travelled a good deeal for stimmada's else's 
pleasure, o thowt o'd travel a bit for me awn 
nah ; an aooa off o set for Madrid, capital a Spain, 
to Bee wot wer gooin off there. Ahr fooaks wer 
varra weel off then, an they'd sent me plenty a 
brass, an a small parcel a other little matters be a 
woine marchant. After travellin a day or two o 
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get to a place -wot they call the Monastery of San 
Lorenzo, abaht twelve o'clock at noon, where 
they wet keepin t' feeaet at blessed Virgin, an t' 
procession wer just gooin rahnd. T' furst feller 
it lot carried a image, apparently made a gold ; 
two monks, won a won soid, an t' tuther at 
tnther soid on him, carried a beautiful arch, hung 
we bunches a grapes ; after these rode Don 
Pranciseo, the Inquisitor General, an then monks, 
friars, an nuns, withaht end. O observed at 
ivvcra bod da wot met em went dahn a ther knees 
whoil f Virgin got past em ; unluckily for me, 
o'd been hawin earn woine wot made me feel 
rather merry; sooa o smoiled an walked on, 
withaht gooin dahn a me knees ; but oh, moi 
goodness ! they booul eober'd me, for foive or six 
fellers had houd on me in a minnit, an o expected 
they'd a throttled me there an then ; an o fun 
me sen within t' walls at monastery e quick 
toime, where they blurted me, au led me throo £ 
varra long passage, then up sum woiudin stairs, 
into a gallara, as o thowt ; ah o thowt for sartin 
we shod ne'er a dun gooin dahn steps, till at 
last o heeard a boult on a dooar creeak, an t' 
dooar oppen, an in we went, an they fixt me feet 
in a sooart an a clasp, an ged me oud on a rooap, 
O axt em wot they wer bahn to do we me ; but 
not a word throo cummin in to this minn it. 
They took me bluft off, an in a instant o dis- 
appeared ; dahn o went, o shud think forta or 
fifty feet. O'd nooa sooner left houd at rooap, 
but up it went, an dahn went trap-dooar we a 
crash wot eckoed loik thunner throo one end at 
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dungeon to't tather. Nah o wisht me sen it 
ridgimoiit agean, an when o began to think a me 
perilous situation, o wer completely paraloucd. 
turned me holes all rahnd, but not a spark a 
leet cud o see. All wer as dark aa darkness at 
might he felt — the air coud an chilly — the walls 
damp an sloimy — the flooar weet an filthy. 
irolkt abaht ommast frantic, an menny a toime o 
curst woine an popery booath together. Sum- 
toimes o shahted, bur o end hear nowt but me 
awn dismal wail eckoin throo t' vaulted roof of 
this Spanish hell. But, oawer, after a whooal 
neet at mooast dreadful foreboding, o wer deloited 
at hearin t' trap dooar oppen, an t' rooap let 
dahn ; o instantly fassen'd hond on it, an as soon 
o wer drawn up, but ommast afooar they'd landed 
me they blufted me, tho' this place wer as dark 
as pitch ; here they stript me, an left me nowt 
but me shirt an belt ; an when they'd putn me 
their prison dress on, they led me aht into a 
eooat on a chapel, wot wer already filled wo 
lookers on, ctun'd to see wot punishment Virgin 
had to inflict on me for*t insult wot o'd dun her. 
They fixt me on a varra hoiga seeat ; fair it front 
on me sat Don Francisco, an a won soid sat friara, 
an at tuther soid monks. Just nah, there cams 
up to me a oud grizly-faced friar, to inform me 
at mo punishment would be decided bit blessed 
Virgin. The Grand Inquisitor wer to put it to't 
Virgin, whether mo croime worn't tubbe punished 
wit rack ; an if shoo assented shoo wer to nod 
her heead. All eyes wer in a minnit turned 
towards a foiue image at Virgin. Bon Francisco 
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then made a long oration abaht amnio agean t' 
Queen of Heaven ; an when he'd finisht his 
farrago, he made his proposition to her, an strange 
to tell, ahoo wudn't nod. thowt they sempt 
in a packer a stun hah ; lor Son Francisco 
shunted we all his moight, " Will the Queen of 
Heaven nod?" A dead eoilenee then sempt to 
pervade ivrera person present, an three or fonr 
minnits pass'd in a suspense between life an 
death ; but still the Queen of Heaven wudn't 
nod. Wa, then, booath monks an friars oroied 
aht, ' ' Will the Queen of Heaven nod ? " an just 
at this minnit a feller pulled a curtain a won 
soid, an in a tremblin voice croied aht, " The 
string's brokken ! " O seed throo the craft in a 
minnit, an t' guards took me back to me doleful 
dungeon, blnfted as befooar. Well, thowt o, wot 
a piece a popish trickery is this to tak a man's 
loif away, an gull the people. Wa, then, o 
woked abaht agean, an fun a step e won corner. 
Thinkin there happen mut be summat aboon, o 
ger onto it, an raicht me hands all rahnd as far 
as o cud, an o felt summat soft an greeasy, wot 
turned aht to be a torch fassen'd it wall. Kah, 
it sooa happen'd at o'd two or three a Jones's 
Etna matches at o awlis carrid fassen'd to me 
belt ; sooa says o, o'll leet it, let consequence be 
wot it may. nipt me match, an let torch in' a 
jiffy. Sooa nab o begun to look rahnd me, an 
abaht foive yards farther there wer anuther torch, 
an o let that ; an then o seed there wer torches 
fassen'd it walls all rahnd, an sooa o let em all ; 
an as Jonathan Martin aed, when he set t' organ 
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a foil e York Minster, o had a blessed blaze ; an 
o worn't long befooar o fun it aht wot they wer 
fixt there for. Mah, then, o examined me lodgins; 
an oh, it's enufi to mak abodda's flesh creep to 
think abaht t' instruments a death kept in a 
inquisition — iron cages, massy chains, gibbets, 
gnllotoins, gridoions, cauldrons, alow foirs, rack 
wheels, pincers heated red hot, to nip the flesh 
of heretics. In one place wer a iron chair, fixt 
just befooar a furnace ; in this chair the unhappy 
sufferer wor fasaen'd, the crahn of his heead 
shared, an coud waiter droppin on it, whoil he 
wer ommast roasted wit foir at same time. An 
when o begun to think which a these tortures 
would end mo miserable existence, me heart 
sickened, an o fell ommast senseless uppat grahnd. 
Oawer, when o cum to me. sen agean, o heeard 
trap-dooar op pen,, an ilahn cunts a square board, 
we a small chain at ivrera corner ; on it wer a 
small flickerin lamp, a pitcher a watter, an 
gummat at they call'd bread. drank t' watter 
greedily, but o cud heit non a ther bred, an sooa 
they drew it up agean; hut trap-door didn't 
fall dahn as befooar, an o cud hear t' guards 
tokin yarra hard, but wot they sed o cudn't telL 
But e abaht ten minnits a pair a iron doors flew 
oppen, at far end at cell, an on cums Don 
Francisco, be a subterraneous passage, we foive 
monks, all carryin wax candles e ther hands. 
sat still, an waited on em cummin up, when 
the Inquisitor General broke soilence, — " 'What 
means the blazing of these torches, sirrah?" 
" If yer Holiness al lend me yer heariu for a 



ininnit, o'll acquaint ya we wot o kno abaht it 
(but thah kno's o cad toke foiner then). O'd 
been prayin to't blessed Virgin for four hahwers 
at shoo'd pardon me sin, an at last an appearance 
Iright as t' sua came an stood afooar me, an 
said, ' Man, thou art forgiven, sin no more ;' an 
instantly shoo set all these torches a blazin 
withaht onna ioir, an then vanisht away." 
The Inquisitor th,en turn'd up his eyes, an sed as 
near as o cud catch, "0, Queen of Heaven! 
what thou loosest on earth, let no man bind." 
They then led me away thrqo this rooad wot 
went under grahnd, an took me into a beautiful 
chamber, hrowt me clooas, an then took'me intot 
ncitin hahce, an set befooar me iwera thing at 
me heart cud wish for — ged me me munna back, 
an a good deeal mooar to it, an tell'd me if o'd a 
moind to stop we em, o shud live loik a gentleman. 
8ooa o staid a whoil we em, an it went all o'er 
t' conntra loik woild-foire ; for throo Catalonia to 
Cape Fiaisterre it wer kno'n at the Virgin had 
made her appearance in the room of discipline at 
San Lorenzo, an had let up all the torches 
withaht foir. Don Francisco took care at torches 
ne'er went aht; for the dupes sooin begun a 
cummin e drooaves a pilgrim agin, to pay their 
devotions an their contributions to't blessed 
Virgin; an a varra foine thing Don Francisco 
made on it. Oavvcr, o thowt after all his 
goodness tumme, it wer his intention never to 
let me leeave em. Be that as it may, o took me 
opportunity won day, when they wer all per- 
fonnin hoigh mass, an set off for Lisbon, glad to 
get aht an his clutches. 

unjihuKB, Google 
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Bil — A varra foine specimen at mutter 
chetch, that is. 

Jooa Crocus — Abbut, Popery's not samo here, 
thflh kno's. 

Jack — Nou, an o don't think a bit better on't 
for all that. Popery's maiio loik a nooase a wax 
nali days, wot may be made to suit onna face ; 
it's made to suit onna countra. — Webbut, hah went 
ta on at Lisbon ? 

Jooa — Whoy, o think thear wer nowt worth 
tell in took place till o'd getn a menna moils 
throo Tendas Novas, when o happen'd tubbe 
benighted, an lost me way. wandered menny 
a moil, till at last o seed a leet at a distance ; 
aooa o made to it we all t' haste o cud. When 

got up to it o knockt at dooar, but nobbada came; 

1 knockt agean, but nobbada came still ; at last, 
after a whoil, a wumman cum to t' dooar an 
oppen'd it; 'but shoo seem'd mooast terrably 
freeten'd, an didn't speak a word. Sooa o 
ait if a traveller wot ad lost his way could 
have shelter for a neet, when a voice from 
within invited me forrad ; sooa o went in, when 
a oud man wot sat in a corner spake — "Friend," 
says lie, " be who thou wilt, the hospitality of 
this house is at thy service ; you are welcome 
here, and may the saints protect us! But," 
continued he, "I imagine yon will not much 
loik sum company wot we're expecting here this 
night." Thinks o to me sen, am o bahn tubbe 
in annther mess to-neet? " Wnooa are ya 
loikla to have," says o. " Whether it be safe to 
trust a stranger whenacountra'srull a inquisitorial 
spies is not so clear," says t' oud man. " O'm 
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nooa way desoirous to kno secrets ; but sin yo'n 
been so koind as to tak me in, an ge me shelter, 
o will say this, at it onnabodda's cummin here 
wot yo'd lather be sumwhere else, if it be the 
great mucklehorn de'il bis sen, o'll have a rap at 
him." Sooa we this, t' owl man's confidence 
wer a bit strengthened, an he began to tell me 
wot wer up. Says he, "We've had won a 
t' inquisitors here,' to demand a certain sum a 
munny for the use of the Church, and the abso- 
lution of all us sins ; an if it worn't tain to a 
sartin place abaht hofe-a-moil off last neet, 
befooar twelve o'clock, at the Church ad give ns 
all up to the d — 1, tubbe fetcht away to-neet, at 
exactly twelve o'clock ; an we'n all been 
freeten'd aht an us wits iwer sin." "Wa," says 
o, did ya tak all they wanted ?" " Nou," says 
t* oud man, " nor a quarter ; but we took all we 
cud get ; hut we kno we mun gooa to-neet, for 
t' Church's wants is vara urgent." "Well," 
says o, "let em cum. It's non at inquisitor," 
says o, " depend on't ; it's sum vagabond beggin 
friar, wot wants to scar ya aht on yer munny ;" 
an o toked to em whoil they wer ommast per- 
swaded it wor sooa. Sooa they agreed at o shud 
just do as o thowt proper. Well, o get a good 
strong rooap, an o made a snoose at won end, an 
threw it o'er a hoigh bawk, wot went just o'er 
t' dooar, an at back a t' dooar o tuk me station. 
Sooa at twelve his sooty majesty cums, oppens 
t' dooar, an walks in. O popt t' snoose o'er his 
horns, an drew him up in a jiffa; an when o'd 
get'n him up, he dropt aht'n his skin, an begged 
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vara tenderly for his loif ; for o held me pistol 
to hie brains, an tell'd him if he sturr'd a limb 
o'd bio em aht, if he had onna. Oawer, o made 
nim pay t' mnnny back wot he'd gett'n, an o 
kickt hie monkish rump, an sent him abaht his 
bisniss. Sooa then we all went to bed; an t' 
next day o set off for Lisbon, an throo there 
set Bail, an landed e England ; an t* fnrst neet o 
pat np at a ale-ass ababt a dozen moil offat sea- 
shore ; an it cooarse a t' conversation (for there 
wer a good deeal a cnmpana that neet), they 
' begun a tokin abaht ghosts an sich loik, an o 
happen'd to say at o niwer wer scar'd at owt e 
me loif. " "Wa," saya t' lanlord, " yo'n a chonce 
to try yer cnrrage to-neet if ya loikn ; there's an 
oud caesle at top at hill wot's been fronted this 
fifty years, an o'm authorised be t' lord a t' manor 
to give onna chap foive guineas an foive bottlea 
a woine wot al spend one neet e it." " O'm yor 
man," says o ; "foive bottles a woine al face all 
t' ghosts an goblins e all t' ond cassles it countra. 
Bntisther a bed?" says o. "As good a one as 
iwer t' king roll'd in," says he. Sooa off we 
set, we iwera thing at o wanted, an all t' cnmpana 
we us to see me safe in ; an o wer pratta sooin e 
won at cassis chambers, we me poip e me 
cheek, an a bottle befooar me. Well, o emtid 
won bottle, an then thro'd me sen on to't bed, an 
slept for abaht fonr hahwera, when o wer 
Wakken'd be a varra hollow, mooanin sooart on 
a noise ; sooa o jumps up, taks me dagger e won 
hand, an a candle e tuther, an away o went, 
dahn snm woindin stairs into a gret big room, an 
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here o stood; an directla t' s&hnd cam agean, 
on then anuther uppen a hoigher key. then 
seed exactla where it cum throo ; o wer shooar 
o me gam, an o sent me dagger reit up to't hilt 
throo sum curtains, an there o left it, an vent 
an rould me sen on to't bed, an elept as aahnd 
as a top till dayleet next momin, when hofe at 
fooaks at village wer cum to see if o wer aloive. 
O went uppat turret walls, an tell'd em o'd kill'd 
ghost ; sooa in they onm, an they pulled acreen - 
dahn, an beheen t' curtains wer sum poips 
belongin to a oud fammala organ, at when t' 
wind blew throo t' oud cassle walls, it get into 
these ghostly barrels, an freeten'd all t' fooaka it 
parish for a centery past. 
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MISCELLANEOUS CONVERSATIONS 



[From the " Annual " for 1839,] 



Bn, Frptpoip — Nah, Jack, we'n varra near 
getn to another Christmas. Wot's to be t' 
subject for t' Annual, thinks ta, oh? 

Jack Wheelswabf — Wa, o Tala don't kno wot 
it's to be ; not becos o'm fast for iron, but becos 
o'm ommast fast it choice a won. 

Bn. — 'Well, hasta nowt to say abaht polittiole 
world? Thahkno'swe'rebahntohaveyuniversal 
Bofiridge, an sich loik. 

Jack — Yuniversal fudge ! Yuniversal snffridge 
an yuniversal sufirin is terms booath aloik. But 
no mooar a this ; o bate seet a pollitios. 

Bn — Well, will ta have morals ? 

Jack — O'll not have Robin Owen's morals, at 
onna rate. 

Bil — Will ta have physicks ? 

Jack — If thah'd mo doctor's bill to pay this 
Crissmas, thah'd think o'd had physick enufl 
already. 
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Bil — Well, then, here's divinity? 

Jack — That's to sublime. 

Bil — Astronomy ? 

jACK-r-That's to high. 

Bn. — Geology ? 

Jack — That's to low. 

Bn — Mettaphyedcks ? 

Jack— That's to hard. 

Bn, — Phrenology ? 

Jack— That's to soft. 

Bil — Will ta have mathematicka ? 

Jack — Hon, that's to puzzlin. 

Bil— Opticks? 

Jack — That's to dazzlin. 

Bil — Prestation ? 

Jack— That's to flighta. 

Bil — S team- o station ? 

Jack — That's to smooka. 

Bil — A, thah flat, there's na smooak e stceam. 

Jack — Abbut, there is e gettin it up. 

Bel — Sharp an ! Witta have anattoma ? 

Jack — Horrible ! 

Bil — Well, fchah't a rnm an, then. — move 
thah wroits the loif. 

Jack — There may be a good deal on it to 
cumyit. 

Bil — meean that wot's past. 

Jack — And prethe, wud ta have me to tell t' 
truth? i 

Bil — Tubhe shooar ; whoy not ? 

Jack — Abbut, o ahudn't loik. An, besoide, < 
there's a good deeal a mo loif wot's not worth 
ksoin ; an if o wer to tell wot is worth knoin, 
nohbada ad believe it ! an sooa wot's t' yuse ? 
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Bil — There may be sum truth e that; but 
thah kno's, when they wroitu men's loives they 
awlis tak good care to let em seet breet soid on 
em : they'll awlis sooa menny good things to tell, 
at it ad be ommast impossible to thrust a bad an 
in edge way. 

Jack — Then o'm not to say nowt abaht me bad 
actioiiH, eh ? 

Bil — Hon, it's not worth whoil. 

Jack — Then mo lotf al be a short an, if o'm to 
tell nowt but me good ans, for o cahnt remember 
menny. 

Bil — Well, well, ne'er heed, let's have em, an 
we'll tak em just same aa mentaktherwoives,for 
better or war. Thah's had a good menny ups an 
dahns e thah bit a toime at o kno on ; an for mo 
part o cahnt see whoy a poor man's loif shudn't 
be written as weel as a rich man's ; an o'm 
shooar there's been a good deeal a variety e 
tboiue ; sooa o hooap thah '11 commence, beginning 
at for-end furst, an let's have the pedigree an all 
abaht it. 

Jack — Thah tokos abaht me pedigree as if o 
had won. can tell the varra little abaht it, 
tho' o understand at ahr fammala at furst 
came aht a "Wales beeos they sen ahr'a is a Welsh 
name ; but is seems rather add at a Welsh name 
shud have so much watter in it. Menny a Welsh 
gawky carries his pedigree np to Adam an Eve 
it garden a Paradise, an if ahr fammala cum throo 
Wales, o'm shooar sum gret king or other wer mo 
ancestor, tho' o'm not much troubled at o dooan't 
kno whooa he wor. But oawer, o'm quoit 
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shooar mo fath'cr wom't a Welshman, nor his 
fath'cr nother, nor his fath'cr's gron-fath'er, an 
hah menny gron-fath'ers we mat reckon befooar 
we get to as Welsh gron-fath'er, o cahnt tell ; 
Booa withaht gooin Back to't creation, or even 
to't Domesday hook, to seek as origin, o'st just 
say at o've every reeason to believe at mo fath'cr 
wer born at their hahoe, abaht two moil off a 
Fomfret cassle, an wer crissened after me gron- 
fath'er, but not bit same name ; an o believe at 
he lived we his fath'er an mother till he left em, 
an then he went an lived somwhere else, where 
he began a smidgin after a farmer's dowten, till 
he enudged her to't ohoreh ; an after a whoil, o 
came tnmblin uppat stage a loif, ehakt intot world 
be a earthquake, for o've heeard em say at that 
neet o wer bom, they felt bed shak under em ; 
an t' furst thing o did, o begun a snckin me 
muther, an after that me fath'er. 

BiL — Hah, there's nooa wonder on the bein 
sich a rum stick ; thah com intot world in a ram 
fashion seeminly. It wer varra odd, an thah's 
been odd iwer sin, an o expect thah'fl awlis 
remain odd— but gooa on. 

Jack — Wa, o think o ma say at hah we'n seen 
sum sarvice sin ahr matrimonial ship Bet sail o'er 
life's wide sea ; we'n had menny a tempestuous 
neet, an menny a tremendous storm had spent ito 
fury uppen us little bark, an menny a prahd wave 
has threttened to send us dahn to Davy Jooans' 
looker — sumtoimes we'n been sailing in a fog, an 
didn't know whether we wer gooin reit or wrang; 
an then there's been a hurrakin, an we'n been 
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driven befooar V storm, toast up an dahn wit buj 
a booath wind an sea, whoil we'n be hunt be 
faith to't uiain-mttet, up yonder, thah kno'n, Ml 
gret big billows has rould o'er us little ship ; w 
then there's been a deead calm, an we cud mother 
get won way nor another ; an just when we'd 
given up all for lost, it olearM up, a providential 
■mi burst forth we all his glory, as dispersed 
these bewildering fogs, an t' winds an wares vtr 
hush'd to sleep ; an nah we seem to sail away 
just as sweetly as t' Waterwieh glides dahn t' 
HnmberonabrightBunuaer'Bday, when weather 
an wind an waves conspire to speed her coarse, 
an waft her swiftly o'er the beautiful face of the 
dark green sea. 

Bn, — Hah, that's all varra foine figurin, hut o 
want the to gooa on wit particulars. 

Jack — Nay, lad, not sooa ; o cahnt stnauaaek 
tokin abaht roe sen nother. O've dun. 

Bil— Wa, then, o'll toke abaht the. 

Jack — Abbut, thah kno's nowt. 

Bil— Tabbut, o doo ; a good deeal mooar nor 
thah't aware on. 

Jack— Duta kno owt wot's good abaht me? 

Bil — Yis, o do, 

Jacx — Can ta tell roe wot war t' best thing at 
iwer o did e me loif ? — o meean to me sen. 

Bil — Blah, o can. 

Jacx — Wot wor it ? 

Bil — Gterrin marrid. 

Jack — Thah's just gnest it. 

Bil — But, o say, thah wer put prentia to a 
ehun makker, worn't ta? 
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Jack — Whoy, to be shooar, thah kno'a that. ■ 

Bn, — Hah, an o kno at thah wonce perswaded 
won at prenticos to tee a piece a band to his gret 
tooa, an put it aht at garret window, for thee to 
call him up at two o'clock it mornin ; an o kno 
at yore missis got oud on it, an ommaet pull'd the 
poor feller's tooa off — isn't that true ? ■ 

Jack — Yah, but hah did thah get to kno ? 

Bn, — ■(), ne'er heed. But, o say, dusta remem- 
ber owt abaht them eats, eh ? 

Jack — Cum, cum, thah mon't tell that, oawer; 
prentis lad's tricks dusn't owt to be made public. 

Bn. — that's all fudge ; it ad ge fooaka a 
idea wot sooat a wags yo wor. 

Jack— Thah mon't tell it. 

Bn, — Thah '11 nother toke the sen, nor let me 
tolte. Tell as abaht that schooil wot thah yust 
to gooa to e that garret, thah kno's, uppat Wicker 
brigg. 

Jack — Hah, that's intellectual, o loik that; 
that garret's sweet to mo recollection ; joinin 
that society were V- second best thing at irver 
odid. 

Bel — An wot did ya study, prethe ? 

Jack — Whoy, grammar, logic, ontology, an 
theology, an a bigger thickheead e general know- 
ledge niwer existed nor o wor aiooar o went 
there ; hut o hadn't been amang em long bcfooar 
o wer t' senior wrangler, an cud measure tungs 
we onna on em; but mo fav'rite study wer 



BiL— then, that's just reeaeon at that's 
awlis been able to kick t' infidels abaht sooa. 
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Jack — Egzactla ; for o began a readin an 
thi nk™ till ahr ond lass thowt o shod gooa crazed ; 
becos won mornin, wen we wer geitin as 
brekfast, an o wer thinkin vara deeply, shoo 
ait me to reyk her t' bread an butter, an o reyk* 
her t' kettle, "Hah," says shoo, "yo'll sooin 
be offa yer heead." But, oawer, me heead's oa 
yit, an it's beet at iwer o had e all me loif ; En 
o've been readin, an thinkin, an workin iwer 
sin, an o'm sahnd yit (thanks for it), booat* 
wind, limb, an oye-soight. 

Bil — An wot sooart a books has ta read ? 

Jack — For wot o call loigbt readin, Tom 
Hickathrift, Sinbad the Sailor, an 

Bil (Interruptin him) — Cum, cum, non a the 
gammon ; o meean what metaphysical works haa 
tareadf 

Jack — Oh ! whoy, sich . as Drew, Brown, 
Stewart, Keid, Locke, an that set ; but there's a 
book written be Alexander Keith, uppa Prophecy; 
if ta wants to see infidelity smasht to shiwors, 
read that. 

Bil — An wot infidel authors has ta read ? 

Jack — Silly ond Mirabaud, Yolney, an that 
scavenger Tom Fain, an Durty Dick, an last of 
all, poor oud crazy Owen. Sooa thah sees, we 
kno'n all t' gang on em, an' can rattle us intel- 
lectual muslier abaht ther external circumstances 
whoil they croy, " Hold of !" 

Bil — Bufthah hasn't tell'd us yit wot tbahll 
hare for the next Annual. 

Jack — Wa, there's been a meeting at gossip* 
at Sally Slutterdish's, an o've getn a full, truer 
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*n particular accahnt of all t' proceedings, an if 
yo'o a" moind to hear em, o'll read em ya. 
Brx — Com, then, let's have em. ' 



AT A MEETIN OF THE GOSSIPS, 
(mallt mendnowt. chairman). 
'Which took place August 32nd, at the house of 
Sally Slutterdiuh, it wer unanimously resolved, 
at a petition shud be sent to't Queen Victoria, 
for betterin t' condition of all her female 
objects; mooar particularly, to lessen tber 
labour, an prevent em from ill-usage ; at which 
meetin the follerin worthies wer present, viz. 1 
Dolly DoolitUe, Sally Slutterdish, Dinah Dub- 
bletnng, Betty Lougtung, Suke Slippytnng, 
Sally Wagjaw, Banna Frumper, an Buth 
Bunagate. 

ICooast Gracious Queen, — We, yore mooast 
bumble servants, aff tutber sex, yo kno'n, begs 
leeave to lig befooar ya sum a abr grievances, it 
hooaps, as yo yer sen is a wuram&n, at yo'll tak 
«m all into yore consideration when yo'n seen 
fan. Bless yer soul, mo lass, yo kno'n nowt — 
we're abused scandUlouB ; us husbands haa no 
mooar feelin for us nor brutes. To ma depend 
••a't, we're yused ten toims war nor slaves ; we're 
nockt an kickt, an clamm'd an starved, — a dear, 
.». dear ! shooarly yo'll have better luck nor we'n 
had, or else yo'd better niwer be marrid. We'n 
aivver a bit a toime to spare to gooaaht a bit) an 
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if we had, we'n nowt to gooa in ; there's nobbut 
won bonnet aiming seven on us — tutherV all at 
ns ancles. "We., then, we'n to wesh all us 
awn things for all ns famalies, withaht nobbada 
to help ns ; an yo kno'n ycr sen at hah it's not 
a loikla thing where there's foive or six childer ; 
an wot mays it war nor all besoide, if we haVnt 
don weshin afooar noin o'clock at neet, when he 
cams hooaiu, we getn a good blackin, an a good 
thumpin if we sen owt, all which we think isn't 
bearable. An then, agean, if we happen tnbbe 
in a neighbour's hahce nursin, when he coma 
hooam, an t' dinner isn't just ready to stuff in 
his mahth , wa, then, we drop in tot suds agean ; 
at yo may see hah it is, well ennff. An sooa 
withaht sayin onna mooar (for yo kno'n, we 
nivver loik to say much), yo mun look at ahr 
petition, an we hooap at yo'll grant as all we 
want, an then we'st he better off, an we'll sing. 
Long live Victoria, till we strein us ankle. 

"Wa, then, t' furst thing at we'st ax for al be, 
at there shall nobbut he won weshin day in a month, 
an if ther shirts get nasta, they ma turn em ; an at 
iwera wumman wot's a choild to nurse under two 
year oad shall have a wesherwoman to help her. 

2. At yo'll be pleeased to appoint a flooatin 
pariah weshin masheen, becos yo kno'n when 
we'cn to stan it steeam, an then gooa an hang a 
basket full a clooas aht to droy, we varra offens 
catch cowd in us brests, yo kno'n. 

3, At yo'll be pleeased to put a duty uppa all 
ruffled shirts, an plated dickies, an rich loik, sooa 
that it may do away we a deeal a proid, yo kno'n. 
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. 4. At yo'll tat into yore consideration the 
present varra laborious system of manglin, -which 
is varra destructive to ahr constitution, besoide 
YaiTa offrais been fooast to wait a long whoil for 
a kail, which is quoit as destructive to ahr 
patience ; an at yo'll appoint a parish mangle to 
gooa be steeam, or onna other way at yo may 
think fit, nobbut dooan't let's have it to turn. 

5. As there's Iwera reeason to believe at there's 
been ten toimes mooar lasses' knees lamed we 
kneelin to scrub flooars nor we kneelin to say 
ther prayers, wc beg at yo'll mak it into a law, 
at throo this toime, henceforrad, an for iwer, all 
flooars shall be wesht we a mop, not mooar nor 
twoice a week, nor less nor wonce. 

6. At all pots, plates, dishes, cups an saucers, 
pans an panshons, an iwera thing wot's used 
o'ther e heitin or drinkin, shall not be wesht 
mooar nor twoice a week, an then they shall be 
tain to't dyke, becos nppat present system 
there's sooa menny gets brokken. 

7. At yo'll be pleeased to tak a gret deeal a 
wark aht an ns hands, be appointin a parish oven, 
an a parish boiler, at we ma bake all ns bread e 
won, an boil all ns dnmplins it tnther. 

8. Atallwindersshallbecleanedonceamunth, 
an not mooar nor twoice, there's so menny panes 
gets brokken we rabbin em ; an at all t' ahtsoids 
shall he wesht be t' waiter ingens at public 



9. At yo'll be so good as to consider at hah t' 
wimmin's t' wakest vessel, an's nowt to defend 
ther sens we bnt ther tung ; an, therefooar, we 
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think it nowt bat reit at yo'll pass a act at iwera 
TammjHi shall be allow'd to sp&ik twoico to her 
husband woace. 

10. As yo ma be quoit shooar where there's a 
gtet family o childer, a womman's loik tubbe 
Tana throng in a momin ; an that bein t' case, 
we beg at hah yo'll order at iwera man shall 
get up furst when they cahnt afford to keep a 
■arrant, an kindle a foir, set kettle on, an tak 
his brekfast to't shop we him. 

11. At nooa man shall be allowed to thump 
his woif for bein aht wen V dinner owt tubbe 
ready ; becos we're offens called aht to look at 
badla childer, an sich loik. 

12. At nooa man shall be allowed to mump 
his woif when be chonce shoo happens to get a 
sup to much; becos shoo's t' wakest vessel, a 
little sup does it. 

[As sooin as this 12th article wer mentioned, 
ahr repooarter informs us at it varra near proved 
fatal to't whooal oonsarn; for thcr happened 
tubbe two on em sat on a chair wot wor dabbled 
dflho, an won on em had a choild on her knee ; 
when tuther, we bein so pleeased we hearin this 
article, jumpt up in a rhapsody, an dahn wentf 
oad mather, roulin across t' flooar loik a gret fat 
porpua in a storm, whoil t' ohoild tumbled neck 
or nowt reit slap iutot assnook. Here wer a 
foine seet, if yo'd nnbbut seen it : t' oud lass 
rooared aht, an t' choild screeamed it een ap; 
two or three on em wer fit to brust we laffin, 
whoil two or three mooar wer getherin t' oud Ian 
up. Just at this instant a feller oppens V dootr, 
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and looks in — "that's a glorious subject for a 
painter," says he ; but he hadn't getn t' words 
aht on his mahth befooar Sally Slutterdish had t' 
dishclaht in his eyes, an Dinah Dubbletnng sent 
t' twatter dish at his heead, but it slipt aht'n her 
hand, an went, smash throo t' winda ; sooa wot 
won thing an wot anuther, tnear wer sich a noise 
an hassle an scuffle as he ne'er seed. Wa, then, 
to mend t' matter, they fell a fallin aht ; her wit 
choild aware t' tuther get up a purpos to sarro 
her aht, hecos shoo wodn't let her have no muck 
brass ; oawer, t' tuther declared her innocence, 
an sooa in a bit a toime they made things up an 
went on we ther wark.] 

1 3. At aooa marrid man shall be allahd to go 
to onna countra f coast, or onna fair, or onna elub- 
feeast, or onna lozin, or to't Horticultural Eot- 
tanicle Gardens, or to onna other place of amuse- 
ment wot iwer, withaht takkin his woif we him; 
becos if he shud tumble dahn, shoo cud pick him 
up agean. 

14. At nooa marrid man shall gooa onna whear 
withaht tellin his woif whear he's hahn, an then 
shoo' 11 kno whear to foind him; hecos, hah can he tell 
wot ma happen ? an at he shall niwer nother buy 
no wt n or sell nowt with aht toll in his woif, becostwo 
heeadeisbetternorwon.iffcheybebutsheepheeada. 

15. At ivrera marrid man shall awlia at all 
toimes, an e all places, an under all circumstances, 
whether e public or proivatc, whether asleep or 
wakken, whether at hooam or abrooad, do. all at 
ivyer lays in. his power to mak his woif do as shoo 
Inks, becos shoo's all t' comfort he has e this world. 



■:.n,-C00glc 



250 T"" SHEFFIELD SIALKCT. 

16. At iwera marrid wammsu Shall have 
three days a week for her awn pleasure, an tuther 
three to do as shoo loiks in, an to have her ehare 
a Sunday besoide. 

IT. At nooa man-id wummira wot's a famala a 
fore ohilder shall mend p'ther stockins or shirta, 
or onna other warable article, but that all this 
sooart a wark shall be done bit pariah, becoe 
shoe's eviuif to do to tak care at childer. 

18. At iwera marrid wumman shall have 
twenty pah n d a year allowed her bit guv ferment 
for iwera choild shoo has aboon ten, becos that 
ad encourage poppilation. 



Jack — There, lad, yo han em all; an if yo'n 
iwer Been owt to cam up to em, oil beit em. 

Bn — Nay, Jack, than needn't ; they're toppers, 
o'll aahooar the ; but o understand at sum at 
gossips says at thah't nooa wumman'e friend, or 
thah'd ne'er tak em off as thah does. 

Jack — If wot o say abaht em worn't true, then 
they mut say sooa; but if it is, wot dun they 
grumble for ? — let em mend. 

En. — believe there's sum wot runs aht a the 
gate when they see the cummin, an they sen, 
" Moy hoi, if he sees me e this pickle, he'll hare 

Jack — "Wa, o can aahooar booath them an thee 
at if they're not fit to look at, o shadn't loik to 
see em; but oawer, if they meean o'm nooa 
friend to goasipin wimmin, whoy, they're reit 
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emuff; but if they meean prudent, industrious 
wimmin, o can just tell em at they're woppera; 
becos o awlis have said, an o'll say it agean, at a 
good woif is t' beat bleaain at a man can possess 
s this soid heaven. Beledda, t' next thowt — for 
iron thowt offen begets anuther — o dooaut kn» 
wot we. cud do withaht t' wimmin e mooar 
things besoides t' duties of a woif; for they 
mannidge a good menny things wot men cahnt it 
religions world. For instance, send a beautiful 
lass to ax yo to subscroibeto't missionary societa, 
an prethe wot eooart an a cast steel face mini a 
feller put on to deny her ? There wer won cum 
to me tuther day, we her auburn hair flowin in 
luxuriant tresses on her snowy neck, an o'll be 
hanged if her bewitchin smoiles an her sweet 
address didn't mak me consent to her request 
befooar shoo'd epokken a dozen words. deare, 
aye, there's magic in her varra looks wot works 
internally on yer feelins, yo cahnt tell hah. 
To're nnmanu'd at furst seet; yer powers of 
reason becums parraloized, an shrivels up loik 
the sensitive leaf when toucht ; an all the might 
of logical eloquence bows with cheerful submis- 
sion befooar the silent oratory of female beauty. 

Bn. — Good lackaday ! hah queer it is ! But 
it's true. Yet sum a these upstart phrenologists 
wants to mak us believe at hah wimmin' s heeads 
isn't made reit for lai-nin an study, an sich loik. 

Ja.cz — Hah, an sum a their heeads isn't made 
reit for spakju truth. Wot sooart an a heead had 
Constantda OrieTson, a native of Kilkenny, who 
at the age of eighteen wer mistress a Hebrew, 
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Greek, Latin, an French, besoide her awn 
language ? An wot sooart an a heead had Mary 
Cunitz, wot were bora e Silesia ? Shoo kno'd 
Polish, French, Italian, German, Latin, Greek, 
an t' Hebrew languages, besoide bein weel 
versed e history, medicine, painhn, poetry, an 
music, a good mathematician an astronomer anole. 
An wot sooart a heeads had, or has, Kiss 
Hartineau, Joanna Baillie, Felicia Hemans, 
Hannah More, Miss Edgeworth, Caroline Bowles, 
Hiss Mitford, Agnes Strickland, an Mrs. Sizner- 
ville? "Wot sooat an a heead had Sarah Felden, 
shoo translated Xenophon ; an Lady Joanna 
Lumley, wot translated several orations of 
Ieocratee ; an Madame Dacier, the author of 
several elegant translations from the Greek ; an 
Mrs. Carter, wot translated Epictetus ? Nah, 
then, wot will these brain-hunters think abaht 
this lot? An we cud mention a hnnderd yit. 

Bin — Hah; an besoide, wot's a famala withaht 
a muther ? 

Jack — Wot's a ship withaht a rudder ? Wot's 
a world withaht a woman, but a wilderness? 
an besoide, hasn't all t' poets sung abaht her ivver 
sin poetry wer o'ther felt or spokken ? Sloik it 
has ! Hah cud it miss ? for all us first impressions 
of pleasure are gathered from her smile. In 
youth, our dreams are brightened with visions of 
her beauty ; in manhood, our life is made happy 
by her society ; old age is solaced by her cares ; 
an death is disarmed of half its terrors, when uur 
last moments are hallowed by her prayers. From 
her all the passionate thoughts an eloquent 
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aspirations of a man's soul proceed. All passions, 
all sympathies, all feelings that have their origin 
in the affections, spring into being at her smile ; 
lore comes breathing from her lips ; poetry is 
created by her gaze. All men of understanding 
acknowledge her value ; they know that she is 
sent to confer happiness on mankind ; that she 
breathes into our hearts those sympathies with 
humanity, and impresses on our natures those 
perceptions of morality which form the impassable 
barrier between the man and the brute. 

BiL — say, Jack, wot will yon cond-blooded, 
soul-freezin, external- circumstance -blubberin, 
eumfort-blastin, quack socialists say to sioh a 
pictur a human felicity as this ? 

Jack — Let Shakespeare talk — 



But see the, here's a Owenite cummin we Jooa 
Crocus. We'st have nowt gooin off just nahj 
this is him wot dissected a sheep heead. 

Bll — There's summat toucht the risible ma- 
chinery, Jooa ; wot is it, eh ? 

Jooa — "Whoy, o'm laffin at two farmer chaps 
wot's been fallin aht abaht recknin for a cart 
lboad a hay. One on em says it cums to three 
pahnd an three-hopence ; an t' tuther sticks to it 
back an edge at it cums to two pahnd nointeen 
an thirteenpence-hopena, an o believe he'll feight 
befooar he'll believe at they're booath aloik. 

Jack — Well, Boimon, they sen thah't turned 
Owenite, quoit scientific anole. 
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Soimon— Yis, o am, an to let you kno, the- 
principles of Robert Owen's all fanned nppa 

Jack — An thah's been dissectin a sheep heead 
anole, o understand ; thah't quoit anatommicle, 

then, eh f 

Soimoh — Tib, an that's true anole. 

Jack — Then thah'U happen ge us a bit a de- 
scription at operation. Wot, did ta tak it to't 
dissectin room, or where, eh ? 

Soimon — A Owenite al nivrer be ashamed a 
tellin owt at he does ; an sooa yo'at have it just 
as it wor. Yo moind ne'er sednowt tonobbada 
abaht it, an sooa went into t' shambles at 
Setterda neet, an get won for forepence-hopena, 
we a pair a hoies loit saucers, an o popt him into 
a bag an thro'd him o'er me shoolder, till o get 
him into ahr garret ; an t' next mornin, ger up 
be fore o'clock, dubbled me shirt sleeves up, an 
faced him fair. At furst hardla kno'd which 
ad be t' beat way to get to't insoide on him. 
Oawer, at after o'd studied a bit, thowt it ad be- 
t' best to set him wit toeth uppards, an slap at 
him we his mahth woid oppen ; sooa after o'd 
sharpened me knoife an hatchet, o clapt him 
uppat table, an get on to't stooil, as o mut cleave 
him we a swing strooak, yo kno'n ; an o made' 
t' hatchet croi whiz agean ; but o mist me aim, 
an tumbled off at stooil under t' table, an me lord 
roll'd off, an his teeth cum bang agean moin. au 
knockt these two ah t (puts his finger to his manth) 
as cleean as a wissle. Oawer, o'd splitn t' 
table e two, o seed that when ger up agean ; 
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but o worn't bahn to ge in for that bit, beeos » 
o've heeard em say at abr sanctuary at hah there's 
nowt dun withaht perseverance, sooa o up an at 
him agean as fresh as a lark ; an t' next toime, o 
fixt him it winder bottom, an o fecht him a 
strooak o'er t' teeth wot made foive or six en em 
floi throo t' winder loik shot. But still o cudn't 
foind his brains rcitla, sooa o fixt me knoif e fair 
uppat ridge on his heead, an ged him sich a 
stunner wit sand-hammer, at it sent me knoife 
abaht an inch intot winder bottom, an there it is 
yit ; sooa o get an oud nail an soollopt his brains 
ant a booath soides, but o cndn't foind wot o 
wanted, sooa o browt Mm all dahn stairs, an set 
off to't sanctuary, an whoil o wer there, they 
boiled it for dinner. 

Jack — "Wboy, prethe, wot #or ta rootin for ? 

Soimon — Whoy, o heeard abr lecterer say won 
neet at hah they cud foind t' organ a music in a 
sheep heead onna toime ; an sooa o thowt if o 
cud foind won, o'd send it to ahr Jack, at Leeds, 
for a Crissmas-box. 

Jack — Nooa bad thowt notber, Soimon ; but o 
understand thah't bahn to be a lecterer, arn't ta ? 

Somoir — Sloik e am. think it's nowt hardia 
at we're fooast to send to Huddersfield an Man- 
chester for em ; an besoide, o think thirta shiUin 
a week ad be as weol spent uppa me as them for 
gabblin abr stuff. 

Bil — An sooa think o, Soimon, lad. But o say, 
Soimon, o think there's a good menny on ya wot 
maks yuse a varra foine words wot yo don't 
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, Soimob — shud think not, nother. 

Bil — Just tell us a bit a wot thah believes. 

Soimon — O've nooa objections to that. O 
believe it organisation — 

Bn. — Hah, there, orgaooization ; whooa kno's 
wot that meeans ? Prethe, where does it lig ? 

Soimon — Whoy, thah flat, it liga just aboon 
the ear rooits ; thah may feel it onna toime. 

Bil — An wot dusta believe besoide ? 

SoofON — Whoy, o believe it constitution, an it 
external circumstances anole. 

Bil — Hard words agean — constitution, ex- 
ternal, an circumstance ! mun have em 
explained. Thab't to larn'd for me, Soimon. 

Soimon — Wa, constitution, thah kno's, meeans 
summat it insoid on us. 

Bil— Webhut, wot ? Does it meean us liwer, 
or stummack, or onna a that set ? 

Soimon — Hon, but it's summat wot lige- 
between t' stnnimaek an gullet. 

Bil — A, Soimon, that's a queer place for t' 
constitution to lig in. Wa, then, wot's external 
meean? 

Soimon — 0, onnahodda kno's that ; it meeans 
iwerlastin, thah kno's ? an ahr lecterer says at 
circumstance meeans onna thing. 

Bil — Allads, Soimon, o think thah't quoit cut 
aht for a lecterer.* Prethe, tell ns a bit mooar a 
wot thah believes ; but o'st not want the to 
explain no mooar; o consider at thah't quoite 
finisht. ■ » 
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SomoN — "Wa, then, o believe at Robin Qwen's 

«bx aoeial fath'er, at Bucka's nooa witch, an at 
nooa man can iwer be made rational whoilo he's 
bad his throit' scalded we heitin flummera. 

2nd. believe that Bucka gets better paid for 
playin at his phantasmagoria nor iwer he did for 
bein a tailor. 

Jack — say, Soimon, we dooant want to hear 
nowt abaht nother Bob nor Bucka, for we believe 
at if they wer shakt in a bag, at they'd booath 
cum aht together. Frethe gooa on we the creed. 

Sodioh — Wa, then, o believe at the religion a 
Robin Owen's t' only true religion there is, becos 
it's t' mooast natterable, an mooast snited to 
abodda' s feelins. 

2nd. believe at religion o't Bible isn't true, 
becos it waint let abodda get drunk a bit, nor 
nowt. 

3rd. believe at we'n nooa sich thing as a 
soul, becos o ne'er seed won. 

4th. believe at there's nooa sich place as 
heaven, becos if there is, o'm qaoite shooar none 
a us al he fit to gooa there. 

5th. believe at there's nooa sich place as 
hell, becos t' thowts on it maks abodda tremble. 

6th. believe at there's nooa devil, becos we 
dooan't want won. 

7th. believe we're not accahntable for us 
actions, becos, if we are, sum on us al be in for it . 

8th. believe at religion at Bible isn't true, 
becos we dooan't loik to practise it. 

itth. believe at if t ' doctrine at Bible be true, 
at Robin Owen's a gret loiar, becos t' religion at 
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Bible says we're nobbut to have von woif at 
wonce, an Owen says it's unnaterable ; bat as it 
al suit mo inclination beat to have as menny as o 
loik, o'st believe his ; an besoide, Bible says at 
we've to keep Sabbath-day holy; but ahr gret 
social fath'er says we may fiddle an donee an 
play all, up, we're not responsible; nobbut it 
maks me feel queer sumtoimes. 

10th. believe at we're all animals, an at 
Owen's system is calculated to elevate man to't 
standard of a monkey. 

Jack — There, Soimon, we'n had enufi; o'd 
advise thee to gooa hooam ; nah, wesh the ieead 
e cond watter neet an mornin for a t welvem onth ; 
it al strengthen the brains astonishingly, for o'm 
shooar thah't larnin past the strength. 

Bn. — Nay, dooan't gooa yit, Soimon ; wot 
wumman's this wot's been lectering at yore 
sanctuary? 

Somoii — "Whoy, o believe shoo's nuncle to Dr. 
Morrison, wot went to't Indies. 

Bn, — Hay, nay, Soimon, shoo's not hia unole, 
is shoo? 

Soimon — uou, he's her niece, o believe. 

Bn — Cum, o think not, Soimon (UffinJ. 

Somoii — dooan't loik tubbelaft at ; oawer, 
o'm shooar shoo's his nevvy, or summat a that. 
\J?zit Soimon in a petJ] 

Jack — Thah't to bad, Bil ; thah mut as weal 
a letten him gone to wesh his heead quoictly . 

Bn. — 0, he'll not be within a touch a that 
sooart yit. But, prethe, who's this cummin ? 

\_Ent#r a »trangtr.~\ 
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Sikutoee — Does Jack Wheelswarf work e this 
hull ? 

Jack — Hah; cumfon^;wotdustawantwehim? 

Stbamoeb — Whoy, o'vebrowt him avarragret 
curiosity to look at. It's sum calculations at 
o've been makkin abaht ahr national debt, an if 
yo think em worth a corner e yore book, yore 
at liberty to pop em in. Here they ate. 

let. Supposing the national debt to amount to 
eight hundred millions sterling, how long would 
a person be counting it in shillings, at the rate of 
100 per minute, and to count twelve hours every 
day, reckoning 365 days 6 hours to the year? 

Answer : 608 years, 5 months, I week, 3 days, 
2 hours, 40 minutes. 

2nd. If this little tiny debt wer in shillings, 
soldered together edge to edge, reckoning the 
breadth of a shilling to be in one inch, how many 
hoops would they make that would encompass 
the globe, admitting it to be 25,000 miles in 
circumference ? 

Answer : Ten, and 2,525 miles, 2 furlouga, 4 
yards, 1 foot, 4 inches towards another. 

Jooa — Then o think it's a rare good filing at 
we ban a national debt, becos we're loikla tubbo 
safer for it. 

Bil — Hah dusta mak that aht ? 

Jooa — Whoy, isn't a tub awlis safer when it's 
weel hoopt ? an o shud think t' world ad be t' 
same; an especially when it's weel hoopt we 
silver, becos, thah kno's, that waint rust. 

3rd. "What would this debt weigh in penny 
pieces, supposing one to weigh an ounce P 
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Answer: 5, 35 7, 142 tons, 17cwt., Oqrs., 16 lbs. 

4th. How-many ships would it load of 400 
tons burthen P 

Answer: 13,392, and 342 tone, 17 cwt., qrs., 
16 lbs. oner. 

5th. What length of road would it pave in 
penny pieces, reckoning 25 laid edge to edge 
equal to 36 inches in length, and 7 laid one npon 
another equal to one inch in depth ; the road to 
be 30 feet broad and one foot thick. 

Answer: 207 miles, 1,394 yards, and £625 
over. 

Three hundred men conld not carry the weight 
of the national debt in ten pound hank notes, 
512 of which weigh one pound. Supposing the 
debt to be eight hundred millions of pounds 
sterling, it would weigh 156,250 lbs., which for 
the 300 men would be 520 lbs. 13 oz. each. 

Jack — Astonishing! an o'm varra glad yo'n 
browt us each a curiosity ; it shall gooa intot 
world as sooin as iwer we can. send it. 
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DICKY OTIEY AT THE MUSIC HALL. 
.Tut,y 20m, 1S36. 



Jack — "Wot, hasta seen t' repooart at discussion 
between Bywater an Otloy ? 

Bil — Tubbo shooar o have ; o bowt won on 
em as sooin as i wer they wer printed ; an o think 
it's just as they sed it. 

Jooa— Nebbut, it isn't ; for Otley sed at noine 
toimes noine wer nointy noin, didn't he, or 
summat? 

Jack — "Webbut, that wer a slip, thah kno's; 
an t' printer's made a nooat on't ; that's all fair. 

Jooa — "Whooa authorised it tubbe printed ¥ 

Bil — Whoy, o rather think booath parties ; an 
o think there's plenta a stuff f or't brass anole. 

Jooa — Hah, there's stuff enuff, but it's on a 
ram stamp, sum on it. Whooa, in the name a 
ten beggars, kno's wot he meeans when he says 
at "thinkin, willin, an consciousness are non- 
essential properties of primitive essences com- 



Jack — 0, thah'B not a metaphysical heead, 
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Jooa; thah'a not getn. t' reit sooart a organization 
e the forheead for studdyin ontologies! subjects. 
Wot's thah think abaht it, Bil? 

Brx — "Whoy, o think there's nooa daht but it 
wer t' best speech he iwer made a all his loif, or 
iwer will mak ; an mooar nor that, o believe at 
non a his brothers end mak a better. 

Jack — They're a sorry set, then ; but o believe 
it had Hum varra singular properties ; whether 
they wer essential, or primitive, or primordial, o 
eahnt tell; but this o can tell/ at he hadn't 
spokkeu menny minnita befooar won on his awn 
set wer met asleep an snorin loik a Saxon grunter. 

Jooa — It must have been a soul-stirrin oration, 
then. 

Jack — understand at twelve woise men's 
mooast miserably deceived in him. Sum on em 
seems to thinVat there wer abaht as much sense 
e them brains at he held in hie hand as there wor 
in tuther at he had. Aye, aye, they sing small 
e ther champion's ear nah. The mountain's 
browt forth a mouse. Mo stars ! Bywater* tuk 
t' sting aht on him that neet. Didn't ya see hie 
culler cum an gooa, when t' little chap wer 
cuttin him keen, an a bitter scowl of rage nah 
an then passin o'er bis maddened visage, indi- 
cative of some internal sensations harrowing up 
his varra vitals ? Yis, yis, his cast steel polished 
soul al shoine as clear as mud after this. 

* Mr. Alfred Bywater, the brother of Ihe author, who, shortly 

Methodist New Conne.io.i, Jnd die£ triumphing in the Redeemer, 
on Monday, March ,th, 1839, while these pagen were going through 
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Jooa — Webbut, o heeard say at Otley's speech 
met we a flattenin reception. 

• Bit — An sooa it did, Jooa, lad ; for t' tnther 
chap played his intellectual musher reit an left 
till it wer impoBsible to tell wot it wer made on. 
O suppooas there's a chap wot Bays at Otley's 
soul wer craokt it hardnin ; but this is not true, 
for it wer proved to't satisfaction a all parties 
that neet at it wer left soft. 

Jack — say, Bil, does tliah kno hah meimy 
make a host ? becos Otley says at they 'n a whooal 
host a ancient fath'ere a their soid, an o ommast 
think they'n all t'muthers anolo. 

Bil — Hah, o've just been lookin at that. It 
maks me think ahaht t' lass wot run intot hahce 
ommast bruseen : " A, muther, there's menny a 
hnnderd eats e ahr garden." " Nay, nay," says 
t' muther, " not menny a hnnderd surely." 
" Webbut," says t' lasB, " o'm shooar there's 
fifte." "0 think not," says t' mnther. ""Web- 
but, o'm shooar there's twenta, an spaik truth." 
"Mo lass, twenta' s a menny to be altogether; 
ahr ta shooar ta seed onna ? " " Hah, o am, for 
o cud aware o seed ahr eat an annther." An 
sooa, Otley's innumerable cumpana a holy fath'ere 
just turned aht to he twoice as menny as ahr cat 
an anuther. 

Jooa — Abbut, they sen Otley's a varra great 
historian. 

Jack — suppooas sooa, but he'll niwer forget 
been twitcht at t' assembly room, be this same 
chap, abaht Sanehoniatho. dear, aye, he made 
him rooar aht loik a tahn bull — " Great is the 
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goddess Diana." But lie's a rare historian for all 
that, becos he says at history informs us at Christ 
made sparrows a- clay, an set em a flying ; an at 
Hercules went to heaven in a chariot a foir, an 
sioh loik. 

3 ooa — "Wa, o'm as good a historian as him, oVe 
read ahaht a joiant at wor sooa big at a good 
seized man wor fooast to jump up to raich his 
ancles ; an when he went to war wit nations, he 
used to tak a mahntin an euwer em all. But 
for all that, o dooan't kno at o'ther a these tales 
has much to do wit immateriality at soul, thah 
kno's. 

Bit— Hark the ! Anciently, he says, they'd 
three sowls, one it heead, one it breast, an one 
all o'er. 

Jack — That's nobbut one mooar nor we han 
nah, for Otley says we'n two, nobbut he cabnt 
feel em. But, says he, Dr. Johnson defines t' 
1 soul to be a thinkin spirit, and I define it to be 
breath or air. An sooa, them wot's t' woidest 
gullet swallows t' mooasfc thinkin, an them wot 
swallows t' mooast air has t' biggest sperrit. 
Then between Dr. Johnson an Dr. Otley, we're 
constantly puffin sperrits backard ail forrad. 

Jbbba — An is that metaphysics ? 

Bil — But hear the. He says at philosophers 
made all essences wot hadn't extension, figure, 
an divisibility, to be sperrit. Then there is 
essences wot hasn't extension, is there, eh ? 
Are they spiritual essences, eh ? Oh, Biohard ! 
Mahomet diddled the Turks, and the Pope diddled 
the Papists, and Bichard Otley diddled his sen ! 
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But here's anuther bit a good : " Having defined 
the word immaterial to mean nothing, we shall 
next prove the soul to be material." Allaila, ' 
Dicky ! Let me give" me awn definition of words, 
an o'll prove owt. Thus he might say: " Having 
defined the word light to mean nothing, I shall 
next proceed to prove that the word darkness 



Jack — Here's anuther starcher : he says at if 
. yo mak a hoil in a man's heead, at he'll have 
nooa sensation. 

Bil — Whoy, it's not loikla he shud have onna 
sensation when his soul's flown aht at top an his 
heead. 

■ Jack — Abbnt, then, when he taks t' gimblet 
aht on his heead, he says all his sensations al 
com back. 

Bn. — Wa, then, depend on't, he ne'er lost em. 

Jooa — An sooa think o ; o'll ne'er believe at 
onnabodda may be rammin at a chap's brains, an 
him ne'er feel it ; not sooa ; it al not doo, Dicky, 
mo lad. An, besoide, they'd beloik to bore two 
hoils, becos, if a chap cudn't jhirjk a won soid, 
he cud at tuther, for his organization's just same 
a booath soides his heead. Bur o'd forge tn, cud 
a chap ger his breath when they wer squeezin 
his brains ? If he end, they mut bore whoile 
ther blizzard vision cudn't see t' gimblet befooar 
they cud bore his soul aht ; becos soul meeans 
breath or air, says Otley ; an whoil iwer he'd a 
bit a breath left, he'd have just as much soul. 
An this, is metaphysics anolo. 
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Bn — Bur he wants to kno where t' soul ligs, 
an nab. big it is — if it isn't extended. 

Jack — Whoy, he says at it liga nowhere at all, 
becoa he tells us at actions at moind, sioh as 
thinkin an willin, are non-essential properties of 
matter, resulting from organization, an are 
nobbut mere accidents ; just loik t' cullers it 
rainbow, they are nooa reality, but nobbut 
reflections from the mind, and these reflections 
or accidents are just all the qualities at moind 
possesses. An in axmther place he says, " Take 
these qualities away, and you take the moind 
away." Wot a flat ! 

Bit, — Wa, then, wot says ta abaht seize at soul? 
becos, thah kuo's, he wants to kno hah big it is; 
an o m quoite shooar onna man at ad ax that 
qucshton must be a metaphysician born. 

Jooa — Wot, will ya measure bit peck or yard? 

Jacb — Whoy, o reckon all essential proimordial 
properties, as he calls em, are summat loik t' 
thing at they inhere in ; an sooa, if yer can gor 
houd a sum a them, we can happen cum at a ruff 
metaphysical guess. 

Btx — Wot, thah meeans sich. as consciousness, 
willing, an that lot. 

Jack — Egzactla. Jerra, fetch us a yard wand, 
an bring a woman's conscience we the, one at 
longest thah can foind. 

Jebba — Beledda, lad, o think they're all a 
length, an they're not good to catch ; an besoide, 
yo mun have a male consciousness. 

Bil — Harra, cum here ; thah mun gooa to 
Otley's, but thah mun gooa qnoite metaphysically, 
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thah kno's, or else hell not kno wot ta meeanB.~ 
Dusta kno wot metaphysics meeting, if he shad 
ax thee ? 

Hasra — Sloik e doo. 

Bn, — Whoy, where wnd ta gooa if ta wanted 
to bny onna ? 

Hahka— -Whoy, to't shambles furst, an then 
to -t doctor ; an o'll be bon for't, o shud get meit 
an phizziok enuif there. 

Jooa — That's a goffer, oawer. Thah eudn't 
ge a better definition if ta troid for a munth. 

Bit. — Qnoite substantial; bat thah man ax 
him to be so koind as to send hie consciousness. 

Hahka — Will it be a long an ? 

Jack — Nou, it al be just nooa length at all. 

Jooa — Then it's all on /a lamp, o reckon, just . 
loik his brains. 

Bit. — Won, bless me loif, it's snmmat wot's 
reflected aht on bis brains, jost loik t' cullers at 
rainbow's reflected aht at sun's rays. 

Jack — Ax him if he has onna consciousness, an 
if he has, where he pats' it, an whether it be 
extended; an to wot length ; whether it be as 
long as a ass's ears, an as stupid as t' thing wot 
wears em, an which is t' thick end on't, an sich 
loik. (An sooa away h» tomt, an vorra tooin 
tamo hook. J 

Bn. — Here he cams. Well, has ta getn it ? 

Habka — He's vast metaphysical, o believe, for 
o'd no sooner mentioned consciousness, nor he 
bngun a mutterin sooa queer. 

Jack — Whoy, wot did he mutter abaht ? 

Hakka — A, dear, o cahnt remember hofe, but 
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somehow a this way — metaphysically, ontologi- 
cftlly, primitive, primordial essence, mathematical, 
immateriality, extenuated, demonstration, illus- 
tration, angels— o mean ancles — o nay, angles, 
quadrant, ad infinitum, substance, soul, instinct, 
mind, matter, breath, air, steel, skull, gimblet, 
brains, actions, qualities, phenomena, vitality, 
pendulum, groans, curses, lamentations, ever, 
ever, ever, — an o thowt he must be erased, sooa 
o ran aht, an left him at it, an he's at it yit, for 
wot o kno. 

Jack — ffa, then, Wst beloik to leave this, an 
have a bit a organization. " The actions of the 
mind are non-essential properties of matter 
resulting from organisation, and they are 
accidents." Nah, o've been tell'd at Otley sed 
afooar he went to't discussion, at he'd prove, if t' 
soul worn't matter, at hah it war nowt. An if 
thah'll put the proimordial spectacles on, an just 
tak a metaphysical squint at wot he says, thah'll 
foind at he's been guilta a spaikin t' truth for 
wonce. Let's ask Him wot is consciousness, 
thinking, willing, an sich loik. He says they're 
sununat not essential to matter ; sooa thah sees 
at wonce, at us souls is nother matter nor spirit. 
It's quoit clear at poor feller cudn't see wot ho 
wor tokin abaht. He make thin kin a accident, 
an then tells ya at.it results throo organization. 
Wa, then, where iwer organization is thear'll be 
thinking ; it cahnt be separated. An then, 
agean, he says at mooast at qualities at moind 
are. actions en not- essences (proimordial o reckon) : 
whoy, nobboda thowt they wor essences. But 
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an action implies a power in some being to act, 
dnsn't it ? or can ther be a action withaht a 
actor ? Good stars ! he beggars all t' metaphysical 
gladiators- at iwcr existed for argument. He can 
o'ther prove at we have a soul, or at we havn't, 
just as he loiks. Just look at him here— 

" Take away all the qualities of the mind, and 
it ceaseB to be mind." 

" Moat of the qualities of the mind exist only 
as accidents." 

And yet, if these accidents are 'taken away, 
the mind is taken away ! He might just as well 
say, tak away t' culler at rainbow, an yo tak 
away t' rays at sun. O dear ! dear ! wot 
problems is these ! If hofe-a-pahnd a cheese 
-cost fourpence, wot wud a cart looad a turnips 
-cost ? But that's mathematics t Bur he wants 
to kno whear all Animal a gooa too when they 
dee. 

Bnx — Whoy, he man ax t' saddlers ; for ' o 
-wonce heeard won say, at if he didn't gooa to't 
Christian's heaven, he shud be shooar to gooa 
to't horse heaven, for he'd spent ommast all hie 
loif e makkin ther collars easy. Sooa if they 
kno'n whear t' horse heaven is, they'll be t' 
loikliest to tell OUey whear all t' rest al gooa too. 
Bat hark here : ahr morality depends on the 
natural organization of man. 

Jack — Then a man cahnt help bein a thief, 
■can he? 

Bel — Not if he's getn a thief's heead, he 
«ahnt. 

Jooa — Webbut, he didn't mak his heead his 
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sen, on o think it wudn't be reit to punish a chap 
lor dooin wot he cndn't help. 

Jack — Nou, lad, it's a hard case, varra ; but 
Trot a soft oud kofe nature most be to mak thief 
oeeads, an sich loik ! Whoy didn't shoo mak era 
all homiest ans? 

Jooa — Hah are we to tell t' difference between 
t' heead on a rooag an t' heead on a fooil ? 

Jack — Whoy, thah man look at their corner 
teeth. 

Jooa— Wa, then, if a chap turns his woif aht, 
an lives we summada's else's, wot's t' cause 
on it; 

Jack — "Whoy, t' shape on his heead. 

Jooa — If a chap meets aimther uppat hoi- 
rooad, nocks him dahn, an robs him, wot's f 
eanse a that ? 

Jack — Shape on bis heead. 

Jooa — If a chap commits adultery, incest, an 
sich loik, wot's t' canse a that P 

Jack — Shape on bis heead. 

Jooa — If a chap be a drunkard, a loiar, a 
swindler, &c., wot's t' cause a that ? 

Jack — Shape on his heead. 

Jooa — If a chap be varra good, virtuous, 
charitable, kind, &c, wot's t' cause a that? 

Jack — Shape on his heead. 

Jooa — Wa, it's queer. 

Bil — It's all a piece a humbug, an t' circum- 
stance a Otley wanting to alter it proves at lie 
didn't kno wot he said. 

Jooa — Webbut, Otley says he cud loik to have 
anutfeer go oa at him. 
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Jack— If he'll submit to ahr terms lie shall, 
namely : he shall sit in a two-arm'd chair, for 
hofe-an-hahwer, fair it middle at orcheeter, we a 
pair a asses' ears nailed reit an left uppat chair 
back, pointing to his proimordial cranium, om- 
, blematical of its contents. But he'll not do that, 
he's o'er prahd. 
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THE SHEWHD CHAP'S OPINION 
ABAHT PEOIZE FEITIM. 



Bn. Hbetpoip — "Well, o say, Jack, wot thinks 
ta abaht toimeu nail ? 

Jack "Whxblswarf— Whoy, mo lad, they're 
rayther flat just nah; but o hooap when f 
Americans gets houd at brass at's been Bent, at 
they'll be a bit better. 

Bn, — Flat! toimes hard! bad trade! whoy, 
there's heeaps a Shewilders gone thirta moiles 
to see two men torn the sens into summat at 
ther's nooa comparison for, nother be eea nor 
land. Hah, even men we won leg it grave, and 
tuther varra near in, baa gone all that way to 
see (o'm ashamed to say wot) two men feit. "Wot 
thinks ta abaht that set, eh ? 

Jack — 0, they're gentlemen a soianoe; an 
though than may think em harden'd wretches, o 
can ashooar the, they're men wot can varra often 
soften won annther. 

Jooa — Adder say thah'd think sooa if than felt 
filer sledge-hammer fists abaht the toll-dish. 



THE SHEFFIELD DIALECT. 273 

Bn,— 0, toll-dish, eh ! thah'o been e Walter 
Scott's " Ivanhoe " for that, o fancy ; but it'a a 
manly exercise ; there seems summat so noble in 
it — summat at al mak a chap think a good deeal 
abaht his sen, whether onnabodda else does or 
not. 

Jooa— Noble ? Isn't it angelic ? 

Jack— Sou, it's not angelic, becos there's to 
much sensation in it. 

Bn. — Whoy, ahr schooilmester ynst to tell 
ns at hah it wor vishns for dogs to feit, much ' 
mooar men. 

Jack — Abbut, ahr schooilmester's gone abrooad, 
nah ; things has tain menny a torn sin then. A 
man's reckon'd a gentleman nah for dooin wot 
he'd a been hang'd for wonce. There's nowt 
dun withaht steeam an soiance nah-days. If a 
chap's hoie* is to be bunged up, it mun be dun 
sointincally, or else he's reckon'd a blaggard. 

Jtrr, — Wo, o'd awlis a varra different opinyon 
abaht wot made a gentleman; tubbe shooar, o 
may be wrang, mn things has tain a turn. 

Joo* — Whoy, does ta rawer read t' Lunnon 
Bull-dog-feitin Gazette, thah kno's ? 

Bn. — Hon, o wudn't suffer that thing to cum 
'within seven moile a mo hahce, if o cud help it. 
think it a national pest — a national curse — a 
disgrace to't press, as weel as t' eountra. 
think it the blackest, the mooast demoraloizin, 
the varra fahlest production in circulation ; an 
if iwer there shud be a reeason for cursin the 
art of printin, it ad be becos -sich a mass of 
corruption wer suffer'd to contaminate the moinda 
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of the roisin generation. Its contributions is 
made up a challenges to feit o'ther cocks, dogs, 
or men, from all the scum an filth in the eountra. 
That's mo opinion abaht that paper. 

Jooa — Webhut, if thah'd iwer read it, thah'd 
a Been at there's gentfemen dog-feiters, gentlemen 
proize-feiters, gentlemen cock-feiters, gentlemen 
swindlers, gentlemen gamblers e human loif, 
gentlemen pickpockets, gentlemen murderers a 
Von anuther, an gentlemen -vagabonds a iwera 
grade an description. Bless the loif, man, anna 
yillan can get tubbe called a gentleman, if he's 
nobbut a good hand at his villany. 

Bn^-Then o'm to understand at if a feller can 
mush a chap's frontispiece whoil it's t J culler of 
a oofe's heead, when it' 8 been hung in a butcher's 
shop a month, or pummel it whoil it's as soft as 
a rotten turnip, or nock won or booath his hoies 
aht, at he's a gentleman, eh ? 

Jack— Egzactla ; a furst-rater, fit ta wear t' 
belt in a Christian countra, under onna Christian 
guvrerment, an even where Christian bishops sit 
as legislators. 

Bil — 0, it's brutish work ! —Human brutes ! — 
wot a paradox ! 

Jaci — Wot, does thah meean to compare these 
' foine-lookin gentlemen, wot's getn booans loik a 
bullock, an a fist loik a leg a mutton, to brutes? 
Thah'd better not let em hear the, for if ta does, 
it's not varra unloikla at there al be sum com- 
parison between thah heead an yore gret 
saucepan. An besoid, dusn't thah think at when 
thah sees a chap respectably drest, walking 
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abaht streets, we a pair a black hoies, an Mb arm 
in a sling, at he looks vastla loik a gentleman ? 
An then, hah useful it ad be, when we'd a bit a 
epoite agean a chap, to be qualifoid to nock his 
day-leete up, or to lig a feller sprottlin it muck, 
just bit way a sattlin a argument. There's nooa 
aoffistra e this ; nou, nou, it's an application to 
the feelina, withaht the help a logic ; an o'm 
just thin kin if they'd adopt this system it Hahce 
a Commons, they'd not stay measnrin tongs till 
two o'clock it mornin ; brother Golly ad dear t' 
hoil on em menny a toim befooar midneet, we 
argoments mooar substantial an sensable nor's 
varra offen livver'd aht e that shop. 

Joo* — Nah, o'vo heeard Bay at when these 
gentlemen gooas to feit, at they varra offen nook 
won another's heeads till they're as soft as 
blabber. All that may be true, bnt o think 
hero's summat else at hasn't been consider'd. 

Jack— Hah ! wot's that 1 

Jooa — "Whoy, it strikes me varra fooarcible at 
they wer soft befooar they went, an there's a 
varra foine sample a soft ans gooas to see em. 

Bn. — O think, Jacka, thah's been trailin us a 
bit. Just tell us, e good eernist, wot's thah 
opinyon abaht em. 

Jack — Whoy, thoine's bad enuff, but moine's 
ten toimes war, if possible. Hah monstrous! 
hah onnatteral! hah inhuman ! hah wretchedly 
besotted e ignorance ! Here's two fellers meet in 
perfect health and strength, we a iixt an firm 
resolution to smash won another to pieces; an 
then here's two mooar at same kidney, wot stans 
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baneent em, to see at they kill ther mat 
Bointincally. This lot is enclosed it insoid on a 
ring, at ahtsoid a which is collected together all 
the varra dregs of society ; an just accooardin to't 
state at battle does each party shaht, an aware, 
an bet, an cheeat ; an whoil they're shahtin, aa 
bcttin, or cheeatin, there's anuther set a gen- 
tlemen bizzy e pickin , ther pockets. "Well, by- 
an-bye, won at feiters is dim up, his jaws brokken, 
or a hoie nookt aht, or his body's maul'd an 
bruised e sich a manner at he's fooast to ge in. 
Wot then ? Whoy, after gottin three-parts 
murder'd, an disabled sooa at he can niwer wark 
ageait, the varra men wot backed him al curse 
him to his face, an tell him he wer niwer fit to 
leit at all. This lot gooas away rayther chop- 
fallen ; but the winners rend the varra hewens 
we ther shaht, just as if the greatest enemy of 
mankoind wer for iwer annihilated. Well, the 
| man is tain away, an a doctor sent for ; but his 
wahnds baffles t' skill at physician, an in a short 
toime he is deead. Well, wot do ya call this? — 
Manslaughter ? Non, o call it wilful, deliberate 
murder; aniweraman wot bets a sixpence uppat 
issue has a share in it. Wot, then, axe we to 
think a sich men wot stalely a eoienca, as they 
call it, for"t sole purpose a killin an majmin won 
anuther, an thus bid defiance aloik to't laws a 
God an man? Here, then, religion is laft at, 
humanity kicked a won soid, an' all t' moral 
feelins stultifoid to summat ten toimes war 
nor brutish stupidity. Cnd it iwer a been con- 
ceived possible at men ahud be sooa depraved — 
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noon monstrously 'wicked — boos shockingly blas- 
phemous, as to mak the eternal destinies of the 
human soul a gamblin speculation ? look uppa 
these fellers as the varra lowest of the low, an 
ther system the wickedest of all the wicked; 
iwera thing connected with it is bad; an its 
demoraloizin influence on society is not tubbe 
calculated. Just look at state of a farm loik 1 
this, whear won a these disgraceful scenes is to 
tak place. (But, by-the-way, it is to the eternal 
honour of Shewild that these fellers cahnt get to 
show off within thirty moil rahnd.) Whoy, just 
this, iwera workshop, iwera jerry-shop, iwera 
gin-shop, an even in the oppen street, feitin's 
common topic of conversation, an mooar they toke, 
ao mooar ther feelins become blunted ; an this is 
particularly t' case we lads. An then, to imitate 
these gret fetters, these youngsters, throo thirteen 
to eighteen, mun mak pitcht battles, an gooa 
intot fields on a Sunday tubbe shooar ; an these 
feel thersens quoit men we a pair a black hoies, 
or a stunn'd finger, or ther arm in a sling. An 
if yo shud happen to say owt to a gang loik this, 
yc-'ll pratta sooin have hofe-a-dozen fists e yer 
face, an volleys a curses, an they'll smash yer 
ribs in a cupple a shacks. An even sum. parents 
al lam ther childer to do mandozar befooar they 
can o'ther walk or toke — mooar shame for em ! 

Jooi — Nan, o'll just tell the hah o'd have 
these feitin men sarved. All wot wanted to feit 
shud be put into a pinfoud, wot shud be wall'd 
twenta yards hoigh, an nobbada be alah'd to see 
em ; they shud be made fast in for an hahwer, 
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an when they cum aht they shud be trail' d rahnd 
tahn in a cart, e boiin order, jnst as bf era 
bodda cud see hah two fooils cud mamp won 
anuther ; ail at iwera street corner be pelted we 
rotten egga, an then be sent to' t tread-mill for a 
month to finish ther eddication. This sooat a. 
pbizzic ad nngentleman a good menny on em, 
o'll warrant it. 

Bil— Nah, o wonder whether these chaps get* - 
drunk aoian t in cally or not ? 

Jooa — Tnbbe shooar they doo, an if yo shud 
happen to aay owt to em wot wudn't pleease em, 
they'd just ge ya a aoiantific bung o'er t' nooas, 
an mak a gentleman on ya in a minnit ; an wooa 
can grumble ? becos all men profess to be lovers 
a soianoe. 

Jack — "Wboy, it's not menny weeks sin a noble 
lord wer playin Jim Crow, e company we a feitui 
man, an he wor tain np be t' police, o believe. — 
Varra foine, this, eh ? 

Bil — Whoy, o knew a noble lord at yused to 
keep a bear. 

Jooa — Hah, there's nooa acoabntin for taste ; 
but be wor a lord, or else he'd a been called a 
blagguard. 

Jack — Whoy, mun, here's lots a lords regular 
gamblers ; an o think that's t' reeaeon at they 
care so little abaht these feitin-men. They 
seemingly can feit onnawhere abaht Lunnon, an 
hare it advertoised for a week afooarand, withaht 
iwer bein stopt bit police. Q say they owt to 
pnt t' law in full fooarce, at iwera won wot 
kill'd annther shud be troid for wilfnl murder. 
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An o'll tell ya anuther thing, an that .is, at if 
onna man, whether lord or duke, be a gambler, 
or a foitin man, at he shud be for iwer' dis- 
qualified for a legislator. 

Bn, — Wa, then, wot'a tubbe dun we this 
proize-feitin nuisance? Hah is it tubbe put 
dahn? 

. Jack — Let justice be dun ; let iwera man at 
taks t' loif of anuthei be han'g'd uppat spot 
where' t' murder wer committed, an then the 
foulest blotch at iwer disgraced a Christian 
nation shall be for iwer woiped aht. 

Bn, — Kah, adder say these feitin-men al think 
we're varra hard on em; but it's ahr opinyon at 
we're sentintot world for varra different purposes 
throo proize-feitin. We happen tubbe won a 
them sooart a animals wot believes in the existence 
of a God ; that we possess an immortal soul, 
which must exist in a future state ; an that ahr 
eternal destiny depends varra much nppa ahr 
conduct here. "We believe at men al be judged 
aceordin to ther works ; an altho' we're not 
merit mongers, yet we do think at iwera proize- 
feiter must merit the displeasure of bis Maker, 
if be die with bis sins uurepented on. We think 
we are sent intot world tubbe virtuous, not 
vishus ; tubbe kind, not cruel ; tubbe loving, 
not tubbe abusive ; not only to study ahr awn 
happiness, but the happiness of others. H"ah, 
we think at proize-feitin just leads to't contrary 
a all these, an we greatly daht to aummat war. 
As parents, as citizens, as mesters, as lovers of 
ahr species, we spaik aht uppa this subject, 



:.C.OOylC 



280 THE SHEFFIELD DIALECT. 

becos it is mooast ruinous booath to bodda am 
soul, the consequences of which raich beyond the 
limits of time. 

Jooi — They'll say thah't a Methodiss. 

Bil — An if it wom't a better method nor theirs, 
o'd varra sooin forsake it. Mo Methodism has 
iwera thing in it an abaht it wot's calculated to 
mak me happy, honest, and honourable, an the 
worst wish o wish these fcitin -gentlemen is, that 
they were influenced by the same principles. 

Jooa — Wa, o kno'd a Methodiss parson wot ad 
been a boxer, an abaht a month after he wer 
converted, a chap cam to Ms hahce one neet, an 

knockt at dooar : — " Duz Jack live here ?" 

"Tis," says t' man; "an wot does thah want 

we Jack ?" "Whoy, o've,browt thee a 

ehallinge to feit Bil in a month." " Oh," 

says t' man ; " thah mun gooa the way hack, 

an tell Bil at Jack is turn'd Methodiss ; 

an if he'd sent his ehallinge two or three week 
sooner, he'd a getn a good boidin." 
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E SHEWILD CHAP'S OPINION OP 
ROBERT OWEN'S SOCIALISM, 
AS EXHIBITED IN THE 
SOCIAL BIBLE. 



Jack — "Well, Bil, he's cum'd at last, an browt 
Tub social physic we him. We'st all be trans- 
mugxifoid into perfection nah. We'n all been 
wrang iwer sin t' world stood, an we'n all been 
sich a pack a flats, at we niwer cud foind it abt 
till Robberd Oven cum squeealin intot world an 
fun it aht be his awn sharpness. 

Bur— Wa, then, o think it a marsa at he is 
cum'd, becoe it's niwer to late to mend, they 
sen ; an it's nooa secret at sum on us ad be no war 
it m wer a bit better ; for good lack-a-day, we're 
in a qneear world, an 'if he's cum'd to mak us 
«nna better, o'm shooar we owt tubbe thankful. 

Jack — A, goodness, man, he's t' varra essence 
•of perfection itsen ; he's just chap wot's wanted 
to reggilate ns top garrets, an mak us wot we 
awlis thowt we wor — viz., rational beins. He's 
a philanthropist, if ta kno's wot sooort an a thing 
-that is. 
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Bil — Stop, o'll get dix'nary. Let's gee, wot 
mun e look for ? F-i's, o reckon. (Look*, eahnt 
foindit.J It'snotin; it most be a new word, an 
he must have a new system ; an he's bahn to mak 
ns all new, anwe'sthaveanew world altogether. 
An then he'll mak Solomon tell a fib, for he sed 
there wer nowt new under t' sun. But mooast 
loikla Eobin kno's better nor Solomon. 

Jack — Hah, he can see a midge throo a six- 
inch plank better nor Solomon cud see won throo 
his barnacles. 

Bil — This is t' age a discowera ; here's mar- 
vellous things cums to pass na.li days. (Turn* 
a'»r t' dix'nary.) 0, but it's here, o see; it's 
ag t' P-h-i's. Hah, then, let's see. Oh, 
lilanthropist, a lover of his species." Wa, 
, o shud think he must be a reit an. 
,ck — Whoy, there niwer wer won loik him 
oar, an thear al niwer be won loik him no 
it ; for if his system be true, then there's 
ir wisdom concentrated e his skull than there 
r has been e all t' skulls at iwer possesst 
nsbefooar, an his name's shooartubbe handed 
1 to mortallata we a wither ; he's pratta weel 
n e America allredda. 
n, — Wot, has he been dooin Jonathan ? 
icx — Yis, he diddled Jonathan, but, on- 
inatla, he diddled his sen anole. He bowt a 
e a land there sum years sin, an troid to 
blish his socialism there ; an he get sum as 
• as his sen to join him, an foine fun they had 
& whoil; for this system allow'd em to fiddle 
lonce all t' day on a Sunday, an they called 
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it rational. But they cudn't amalgamate ; the 
rich lasses didn't loik to gooa a milkin, an be 
daubed we cah-muck, tubbe laft at bit poor ana. 
Oavver, they continued to fiddle an donee till 
i' blunt wer gone, an then this marvellous moral 
doctor donst o'er t' Atlantic into England, to 
administer bis syrup here ; an nah, he's donet 
into Shewild, an o booap all t' wimmin it tahn 
al mat him donee aht agean to tbe tune of the 
- "Eogue's March." For if his system be adopted, 
farewell domestic happiness for ever ! becoa e his 
new system, there's tubbe nother husband nor 
woif, nor onna distinctions a this sooart. 

Bil — "Wot, does he praich agean domestic 
happiness, an's a luwer of his species, eh ? Nah, 
■o awlis thowt at genuine affection between 
husband an woif, when regulated an influenced 
by pure religion, produced the happiest state 
possible. 

Jack — tell the there's to be nooa husband 
nor woif ; for we're not to live e famalies, as we 
do nah, but e " communities and associations of 
men, women, an children, in the usual proportions 
from two hundred to three thahsand, as local 
circumstances determine." 

Bil— Then we're not tubbe marrid, but we're 
to pig together e lota — a sooart an a seraglio 
consarn for't men to gooa to when they loik. 
Well, o shud think that chap wot takes e that 
fashon's nother a rooag nor a fooil, but just reddy 
for a stret jacket. But let me ax em, wot earthly 
name is so dear as that of mother ? Wot earthly 
relationship or state can produce affection so 
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strong or pure as that of husband an woif, mother 
an dowtor? Or wot name sooa noble an manloik 
as that of fath'er an son. ? An is these distinctions 
to be for ever banished ? Is the sacred institu- 
tion of marridge tubbe brokken up, which binds 
society together with ties most indissoluble, eh? 

Jack — Let Owen answer : " The only founda- 
tion on which the temple of human happiness 
can be erected, is a rational commonwealth, 
divided into communities of property, wherein 
no artificial distinctions will be known ; where 
the irrational sounds of husband and wife, master 
and mistress, will not be heard." 

Bit — Houd, houd, houd, Jacka ! thah't staffln 
as a bit. 

Jack — Abbut, am e ? He says, uppat same 
page, " In such a state of society the travail of 
the -female will be divested of all its pains." 
Wot thinks ta abaht that, eh ? 

Brt — Allads, Owen, if o wer a woman, o shud 
wish that state to com sooin. Then he dusn't 
believe at these pains is t' consequence a sin? 

Jack — Foo! fudge, lad! he's a reggilar reit 
dahn atheist ; he nother believes in a Boible (aa 
a revelation) nor a Boible God. Hark the wot 
he says he believes : " I believe that all facts 
prove that there is an external or internal cause 
for all existence; but that man has not yet 
acquired a knowledge of any facts to ascertain 
what that cause is, or any of its essential 
qualities."* 
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Eel — He' a another Dick, o hear — won at and 

schooil. 0, wot a wonder-woikin world we're 
in ! He'll just suit a lot at o bo. An sooa 
we're all to torn Turkish Sultans, an t' wimmin 
Sultanas ! 

Jack — An we're all to toiler us awn inclination; 
there's tubbe nooa rich nor poor ; we're all tubbe 
on a level ; an, moi stars ! we shall have fun ! 
we'st have iwera thing wot we loik to live on, an 
we'st heit, an stuff, an stare, an guzzle, till we're 
as fat as butter ; an then we'st fiddle an donee 
for exercise, an to finish us fun, we'st all donee 
intot seraglio, an end neet up there. Wa, then, 
we'st wark when we loik, an as little as we loik, 
an travel when we loik, an where we loik, an — 
A, it will be noist 1 

Bn, — 0, rare Bob ! he's fun summat aht, 
oawer ; there's nooa wonder on him gettin 
discoiples ; bat o think he'll not get menny rich 
uns, though o wonce kno'd a chap fooil enuff to 
thro abaht four thahsand pahnd after John Wroe 
an that set, an nah he's nppat parish. Alas ! 
poor human natur ! 

Jack — Abbut, he's made a vast menny dis- 
coveries abaht men an childer, an they're, publisht 
e wot's called the Social Boible. 

Bn. — An wot are they, prethe ? 

Jack— Whoy, he says at hah nooa infant has 
t' power to decide when he shall be born. , 

Bil — Wa ; hah, in the name a goodness, can a 
infant decide when he shall be born after he is 
born P An hah can he decide befooar he is born, 
eh?' "Well dun, Bob! 
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Jack — 'Wa, then, he says at nooa infant ean 
decide whether his fath'er shall be rich or poor. 

Bn. — Hurra ! Nah, suppooas it possible for a 
infant to do won o these things ; when is he to do 
it? Is he to do it befooar he's bom, or after? 
Nah, o wunder whether EotJin cud tell mewhether 
a pig can see t' woind or not. 

Jack — Thirdly, he says at it's possible to taich 
a choild at two an two maks four. 

Bn, — Nah, o wunder whether Owen didn't 
laff at his sen when he writ that. "Whoy, it's 
possible to mak a choild believe at two an two 
maks seven. But o'U bet owt Owen cahnt tell 
wot's t' reeason at two an two maks four, as 
much of a witch as he is. 

Jack — Fourthly, he says at hah it's possible 
to mak a choild believe at black's whoite, an at 
whoite's nooa culler at all. 

Bn. — An wot be that ? He cahn't mak a man 
believe it, withaht he be as crazy as he is. 

Jack— Fifthly, he says at hah it's absolutely 
possible to mak a infant into a rational being. 

Bn. — He's a rare guesser; but o think his 
fath'er wer nobbut a poor tooil at that trade. 

Jack — Sixthly, at it's possible to mak a choild 
into a irrational being. 

Ril — Hah, his existence proves that. 

Jack— Seventhly, at all men believe a thing to 
be true when they're fooarst. 

Bn. — shud think he fun that aht when he 
wer in America, for he wer fooarst to believe at 
his system wudh't wark weel there, o shud think. 

Jack — Eighthly, at iwera man, woman, an 
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choild loiks that wot' s pleasant, an disloiks that 
wot's unpleasant. 

Bil — Hi ah may depend on't, Owen gets up e 
rare toime e a mornin, or he'd ne'er fun that ant. 

Jack — Ninthly, at if onnabodda heits or drinks 
till they're ommast bruesen, they're shooar to 
feel uneasy. 

Bil — Sana pareil ! 

Jack — Tenthly, at nooa man can tell whether 
a apple he sweet or sour till he's tasted it. 

Bh, — But he may have a good guess. 

Jack — Eleventhly, at all men feel t' best when 
they're e perfect health. 

Bn, — Not when they're bahn tubbe hangM. 

Jack — Twelfthly, at all men are in a state of 
perfect happiness when they're in nooa state else. 

Bil — That's duo, o hooap ; if thai, hasn't, 
o'st cut. 

Jack— Nou, norhofe ; hut if thah't toired, o'U 
ge. o'er ; hut oawer, these is t' part of a lot a 
discoveries wot Robin' s made, an which he's been 
pleased to reveal for't cure of a distempered 
world. 

Bn\ — Whoy, nah, e good sadness, thah dusn't 
pretend to Say Owen's publisht sich stuff as that's 
been toking abaht, dusta? 

Jack — Beledda, but o doo, an ten toimes 
mooar if ta'd patience to hear it. If o wer to tell 
the sum mooar abaht him, o'll tell the wot thab'd 

Bo— Hah, wot? 

Jack — Whoy, thah'd say at he wer organically - 
mad. He says at hah man is a creature of cir- 
cumstances. 
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Bil — Oh, he's won a that lot, is he ? 

Jack — There's another thing or two at o want 
the to hear if tat will but keep the temper whoil 
o tell em the ; beeos they're reggilar good cms. - 

Bil — Well, but if they're as soft its t' last lot, 
o'll thro sum swarf e the face. But, oavrer, 
gooaon. 

Jack — Wa, then, be says as much as this ; 
at if a chap's skull be square, or oril, or rahnd, 
or nooa shape at all, at he's not responsible for it, 
(A grit uprooar, an Bit git* a handful a tumf.J 

Bil — Moind the hoies ; thah dusn't meean to 
say at he maks use a them words e his boible, 
does ta ? 

.Jack — Whoy, not exactla ; but he says wot'a 

responsable for his physical organ oization. 

Bil — Whoy, a flat ; ahr cat kno's that. 

Jack— Witta have a bit mooar ? 

Bil — Hah, o'm prepared for owt nah. 

Jack — Wa, then, he sayB at nooa man's 
responsable for hearin a mule rote ; or to let the 
have his awn words — " No one shall be respons- 
ible for the sensations made on his organization 
by his external circumstances." 

Bil — Whoy, that's just same thing. But isn't 
he responsible for't manner in which he allows 
those sensations to operate and influence his 
conduct — eh, sharp Bob P 

Jack — But o've anuther proime bit : if a chap 
meets a lass it street, an begins a huddlin her, an 
sich loik, nobbada al tak no nooatis, an they'll 
not be ashamed, let em'doo wot they will, becos 



:.C.OOylC 



TEE SHEFFIELD DIALECT. 289 

bo saya at e his new state a society, " there will 
be no absurd feelings of shame created on account 
of the natural affections which arise between 
individuals of the opposite sexes." 

Bit — Goodness ! we'st be loik Adam an Eve, 
when they wer first created. "Wot innocent 
craters we'st be, for sartin I 

Jack — Hah, an e this new state a things, we'st 
not be bothered we churches an chapels, an 
prachin an prayin. dear, iiou, Sunday an 
warkday al be all aloik. As for't Bible, 
■whoy, Bobin believes that's all a loi, or priest- 
craft, or summat else. All t' religion wot's 
necessary is to spaik truth. Bob says that to 
worship God as we do, is necessarily destructive 
of the rational faculties of those trained in the 
practice of it. 

Bil — Wa, all at o've to say abaht that is just 
thiB, at he's a loiar ; an that's a short answer. 

Jack — Wehbut, he says at nooa man's respons- 
able for his belief. 

Bil — "Wa, an if there's niwer been a revela- 
tion, he isn't ; but even if there hadn't, dusn't 
a mail's belief influence his actions? Is he 
responsable for them, eh ? 

Jack — Hah, that's a corker, Bil ; but he says 
at man's character is formed for him. 

Bil — Oh, that's all fudge ; a man forms his 
awn character. Is a man compelled by his nature 
to be a thief, a drunkard, or a murderer ? 

Jack — Owen tells the at it all depends on his 
organization, an t' circumstances by which he's 
snrrahned. 
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Bit — Wot, he cudn't help it, eh, an thear- 
fooar, he's not responaable for it P Nah, o wiindet 
if a chap wer to meet Owen Bum neet, an 
administer a sahnd Hoggin, an then tell him at 
his organization an surrahndin circumstances 
compelled him to do it ; would he be satisfoid 
we that? 

Jack — Tubbe consistent with his awn prin- 
ciples, he'd be loik. 

Jin. — Then a hooap hell get it, an aooin. 

Jack — But Robberd says, at all past an present 
systems are of an irrational character ; but my 
system is of a superior an virtuous character. 

Bil — dear, yis, I am the man, an wisdom al 
die we me. But, o say, Jack, witta gooa an 
hear his lecter ? 

Jack — "Wot dusta meean ? Dusta think o 
spend mo tonne a that way f When onna chap 
cums to't tahn to toke common sense, whoy, o'm 
there if it's possible ; but o dooan't run after aich 
a hare-brain'd goose as Bobby Owen nother. 
Hon, nou ; mo external circumstances wain't let 
me, or else me organization, o don't kno which. 

Bil — There al be plenty gooa, if thah wain't. 

Jack — Hah, an o cud tell the t' names of a 
good menny. kno that lot, an has dun a 
menny years ; they're a promisin set, o'll uphoud 
the ; they'n been a gret blessin to't tahn an 
society in general ! how they do hut love ther 
woives ! Good stars ! wot world renovators they 
are. Yes, yes; they're mooast.on em vast fond 
at seraglio system. It's vast odd, isn't it, at 
these wisdomites cahnt stick to ther woives ? 
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Bn. — Whoy, it's ther organization wot does 
it ; they cabnt help it. 

.Tack — Docs thah organoization mak the toko 



Bit, — Sloik it does ! an thoine maka thee a 
woiae man ; but there's nooa praise duc'.to the 
for it, beooB thah't fooast tubhe woise, an^o'm 
fooast tubhe , eh P Wot fudge ! 
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THE 8HEAE BRIDGE ORATOBB, OB A 

NIGHT IN THE OLENITES' 

SANCTUARY. 



Bil — say. Jack, o went to hear t' Share Brig 
orators tuther neet, an a foine treat o had anole. 

Jaci — Oh, thah did, did ta P "Wot, o reckon it 
wer the external circumstances wot compelled 
thee to gooa, or else the organization, wom't it? 
Thah heeard sum lodgick, o'll warrant it. 

Bn. — It wer t' mooast laffable consarn at iwer 
ta seed e the loif — it wer a reggilar bull-baitin. 
There happened to be a young chap throo 
Leeds there, an he shaved sum on em rather to 
cloice ; an o'll be hanged ii o didn't think they'd 
a hettn him. There wer won varra poloite 
socialist, in whom dwelt all the essence of good 
hreedin — nay, he must hare been ommast perfect 
e Owen's blessed socialism, an top fall an even 
brimmin o'er we charity — he croid aht, " Thah't 
a brazen'd young d 1, oawer ! " 

Jack — Wot ! a socialist call a .young man a 
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d 1 ; whoy, o shud think they'd send him to't 

moral hospittle, to get hia organoization rectifoid, 
wudn't tha? 

Bn. — Abbot, there wer anuther wot called him 

a d d young b — g — r, an thretten'd to nock 

him dabn. 

Jack — That cahnt be trae ; for they're all on 
em aich good-nater'd bouIb at they cahnt nother 
doo nowt nor Bay nowt to hart onnabodda. 

Bn — Wot o've said o'll aware to e onna 
eooart e England, an o'll say mooar : o'll say at 
o niwer heeard aooa much blagguard language e 
onna meettn e all mo loif. Bur, oawer, he 
tum'd em o'er as fast as they came, booath 
young an oud. Hot a single argument could be 
answer'd. ne'er seed sich a mob a socialists ;' 
o'm quoit shooar if a philosopher's horse ad been 
amang em, he'd a kickt ther brains aht. 

Jack— deny that. 

Bn — Wot's ta meean be that ? 

Jack — "Whoy, o meean there were none to kick 
aht. Bur o say, Bil, did ta kno onna at spaikers ? 

Bil — Nou, o cahnt say at o did, but o can ge 
the a bit of a description a sum on em, an adder 
say thah'll kno em. There wer won oud man, a 
varra noist, luwin sooart an a oud man, we a 
pair a spectacles on, an he'd sich a noist weedlin, 
cantin, greeasin way a spaikin, onnabodda ad a 
thowt at he wer won at mooast innocent craters 
it world ; he'd wesht his face in a laver of hypo- 
crisy, an dipt his tongue in the oil of deception, 
an his words wer as soft as childhood's smile, or 
woman's look of lore. 
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Jack — An, prethe, wot did he take abaht ? 

Bn. — Whoy, abaht morality, an responsibility, 
an aich loik. He said at when onna chap broke 
a moral law, at he wer aw lis punisht in his sen 
for it. Well, there wer a young chap jumpt up, 
wot kno'd at this ond chap worn't liwin we his 
awn woif ; an he said he thowt he end mention 
Bum sins agean a moral law at a man worn't 
punisht in his sen for. Snppooas, says he, at a man 
seduces his neighbour's woif, and thereby ruins the 
peace of a family, is that man puniaht in his sen? 

Jack— Moi hoie, but that wer a clencher! 

Bil — Hah, an ivrera bodda seed it, an t' ond 
oily tongued goat felt it keenly, for he akulkt 
into a comer, an niwer aho'd his hypocritical 
face no mooai that neet. 

Jack — They'll aay thah has no charita. 

Bn. — Nou, non, not much ; but it's me organ- 
oization wot compels me to use t' sledge hammer 
to fiioh chucks as these. 

Jack — "Wa, an whooa did ta see besoides ? 

Bil — Whoy, o seed anuther chap, wot cum up 
to this young man when he wer tokiu, an after 
he'd spued abaht seven hundred yards a ribbina, 
made a blast furnace on his mahth, an conjured 
abaht a hogsheead a pins, an sich loik, he says; 
"Boy, boy, boy, did ya hear owt nock? I'll 
meet ya any where, an discuss the question with 
you." " If yon can bring any one at can talk 
common sense, bring em," says t' young chap, 
" but o'm not going to spend mo time e talkin to 
yon." But wot dusta think ther talented lectoror 
cum up we ? 
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Jack — Nay, to guess that's impossible ; becos 
"there's nowt nother to soft nor to monstrous for 
cm to Bay, an sum ou em's not vatra noist abaht 
Trot they dun. 

Bn — Webbut, he wanted to cram it dahn 
fpoaks's throita at Christians wer suppooarters a 
slavery. 

Jack — Whoy, he came throo Lunnon anole, 
-didn't he ? 

Bn. — Hah, o believe he did. 

Jack — Wa, then, it's quoit clear to me, at 
there's as big thickheeads e Lunnon as onnawhere 
else. But didn't he kno at Christians obtained 
emancipation to a great extent? an dusn't he 
kno at Christians is nah troyin to exterminate it 
altogether ? Didn't ho kno at slavery wer quoit 
opposed to't spirit at gospel an Christianity ? 
Hie Lunnon buzzard organical vision cudn't see 
at there's a world a difference between a 
Christian e name an won e practice. But, o say, 
just let me ask, wot has the infidels done towards 
Negro emancipation ? Have they sent petitions 
to Parliament for its accomplishment? Have 
they sent missionaries abroad to evangelize em, 
eh? "When did they do these things ? Sever! 
They've never been guilty of a good action as a 
body sin t' world stood, but they've been guilty 
of iwera croime wot can be mentioned, an the 
commission on em's been aggravated by their 
pretentions to right reason. An now, forsooth, 
we've getn infidelity drest up in a new habit, 
hypocritically called Socialism ; an the great 
prophet of this social gang has publisht to the 
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world that marriage is prostitution — that to 
worship God is irrational ; an we all t' crazy 
impudence imaginable has asserted that he — 
don't mistake me — that he, Eobert Owen, who 
has got a patent to mate a world full of new 
organieal skulls — that he, Robert Owen, the 
philanthrophical originator of the seraglio system 
— that he, Robert Owen, the first propagator in 
England of Sunday fiddlin an donsin — that he, 
Robert Owen, founder of the rational system 
of adultery — that he, Robert Owen, the only 
individual who ever attempted to torn England 
into one common brothel, by living in common, 
under pretence of reciprocal affection — that he, 
Robert Owen, author, orator, an system -builder 
to Burns's Hick-a-Cloota — that he, Robert 
Owen, is at this miunit in possession of the best 
organized skull, an has it fist nppat best pair of 
organieal shoulders at iwer wer stuck on a 
organized trunk, or carried abaht be a pair a 
organieal legs ; an consequently, he says, we all 
the self-esteem which is indicated by a bnmp on 
his skull abaht soize a mo fist — that he, Robert 
Owen, is the only rational man ! .' 

Bil — Allads, Jack ! but dusta kno at they'd a 
social fiddlin festival a Wissunday, at Share Brig. 

Jack — "Whoy, they hadn't, had they ? 
wunder whether there wer Onna reciprocal 
affection stirrin amang em, eh ? becos they're 
sich innocent lovin, affectionate, charitable, good 
sooart a craters, an niwer does nowt but wot's 
nattorable, theh kno's, eh f But hah dusta kno 
at they'd a festival there ? 
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Bit — "Whoy, o doo kno, beeos two young chaps 
wot o kno went into em to aks em if they'd let 
em hare their room to deliver two lectures in 
agcan Owenism ; an they wudn't let em have it. 

Jack — An had thcr onna fiddlers ? an wer tier 
booath men an women in ? 

Brx — Hah, they'd two fiddlers ; an dusta think 
at they'd be withaht the ladies ? Hot sooa ! 
reciprocity for that. 

Jack — "Webbut, wudn't they let em have t' 
room? 

Bil — Hon, lad, they'd geen em enufi, t' neet 
afooar. 

Ja.cs.— moi stars ! A whooal gang a Olen- 
ites scar'd aht a ther wits at two young men : 
darn't let em ther room to discuss ther awn 
doctrines. Well, that's a starcher! It's just as 
it should be. But, oawer, there didn't appear 
to be much reciprocity of feelin, at onna rate 
between t' parties. 

Bil — flou, they wer t' rang sex, thah flat I 
But wot eooat on a excuse did they mak, thinks 
ta? They tell'd em at if they let it they shud 
braik ther contract. H"ah, that wer just a 
social lie ; becos t' landlord tell'd young men 
he'd nooa daht at they'd let it em, an even went 

Jack — then, they mnn he reported, an we'll 
have em sent to't lying hospittle, o'ther to have 
new tongues, or t' out] ans new organoized. Then 
did these young chaps get a room onna where ? 

Bm— Hah, they took Tahn Hall for three 
neets; but they went a second time to't socialists, 
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an there if ther worn't twenty or thirty apparently 
young lasses set, and two or three oad goats we 
em; suit's generally thought at they wertaiehin 
em t' reciprocity catechism. But hark the ! — 
Gentlemen, we are all on ub craters a necessity, 
an all ns actions is necessary : iwera man wot 
hears me epaik here this neet were under a 
necessity to cum here. To may think yo came 
in be chonee, but o tell ya there isn't sich a 
thing as chonee ; it's all fudge : yer external 
circumstances, an yer organoization compelled yo 
to cum in. An o can tell ya this, at yo'n nooa 
choice a yer awn, beeos yo're compelled o'ther 

to gooa away, or else stop where yo are. 

Abbut, says a chap, shall o be compelled to stop 

here another hahwer f 0, says t' lecterer, 

external circumstances al determine that. 

"Webbut, says t' chap, if o say at o'll gooa aht a 
this room at exactla noine o'clock be mo watch, 
can o pleease me sen whether o gooa or not at 

that toime ? 0, most certainly you can, if yon 

think proper to go. 0, then, says t' chap, 

when a feller's compelled to pleease his sen wot 

he does, that's necessity is it ? Moat certainly, 

says t' spaiker, becos yo're compelled to make a 
choice. 

Jack — "Wot a tommy ! 

Bit, — Abbut, hark the a bit longer. Noine 
o'clock cum directla, an this young chap says : 
Hah, mester, o'm bahn to gooa away. Tis, says 
t' lecterer, external circumstances compels yon 
to go. Thai's a lie, says three or four wags, 
wot get fast hond on him ; external circumstances 
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compels him to stay ; an 0, moi 
wot a crack a lafltn. Soilenoe ! shahts t' lecterer, 
— Gentlemen, I wish to explain to you the 
beautiful system wot we wish to establish e this 
large and poppilous tahn. Gentlemen, we shall 
have no distinction of character in our state of 
society — we shahnt have my Lord Thingembob, 
an my Lady Lueaa Carolina, duchess o wot-you- 
may-oall-it— we shall he all on a level. — Gentle- 
men, we shall have nooa beggars (oroie* of hear, 
hear .'J — we'st nother have kings nor prieste 
(hear, hear, from the infidel benehesj; an conse- 
quently, we shahnt have em to keep. { Surra, tj 
Gentlemen, man is a compound being, whose 
character is formed for him of bis constitution or 
organization at birth. ¥a, then, shahts a chap, 
if it's formed for him at his birth, it's a sereeamin 

character. That's not true, says anuther ; 

isn't it a man's actions wot determines Ms- 
character ? Yes, to be shooar, says t' lecterer. 

"Wa, then, says t' chap, bah can his character 

be formed befooar he's iwer performed a single 
action, eh ? — "W"a, then, there wer anuther 
uprooar. — Gentlemen, says t' lecterer, I shall 
not stay to answer such silly objections. These 
young men have gotn a quibbling organization. 
Therefore I shall proceed. — Gentlemen, man is 
compelled to receive his feelins an convictions, 
independent of his will. Indeed, says anuther, 
what do you mean by his constitution ? — do you 
mean his organoization only, or the whole man 
himself P Oh, the whole man himself, says t' 
lecterer. Oh, then, he receives them independent 
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of himself — that ie to Bay, lie receives them, bat 
be dusn't receive them. An this is Lunnon 
lodgiek, is it, eh? 

Jack — Thah maks me think ahaht one a these 
socialists at Leeds, wot ad getn necessarily drunk, 
an sooa he wer necessitated to kick ap a row ; 
an sooa it necessarily happened at one at police 
get hond on him, an necessarily Iockt him up all 
t' neet. Sooa, t' next mornin, it wer necessary 
to bring him befboar won at magistrates, to he 
examined abaht this necessary row at he'd kickfr 

up. Well, says t' magistrate, what is it you 

have been about? Oh, says t' man, o think 

it's a shame to bring me here for dooin wot o 

oudn't help dooin. Tea, says f Justice, ,and 

so think I ; but what is it you have been doing? 
They say yon have been breaking the peace, my 

man. Tie, sir, but o wer predestinated to 

kick np a row, o cudn't help it. Oh, indeed, 

you wer predestinated to kick up a row, were 
you? Well, then, I'll just tell you what I am 
predestinated to do : I am predestinated to fine 
you twenty shillings and ooste for being predes- 
tinated to kick up a row ; so that you will have 
the pleasure of paying for predestination. And 
I can tell you more ; if you come here again 
under similar circumstances, I shall be predesti- 
nated to do something for you very handsome. 
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THE PHRENOLOGICAL FARRAGO OF 

CHARLES THORQLD "WOOD, Esq., 

WHEELSWARFT. 



Brx Hbftpoip — "Well, Jack, wot's matter -we 
the, this mornin? thah't in a brahn studda, o 
think, arn't ta? 

Jack Wheelswakf— Hah, o've been dooin a 
hit it brain way. 

Bn, — "Wot, has ta been grooapin sumraada's 
brains? for there's a vast deeal a noise ahaht 
brains nah-days ; we'n concentrator brains, philo- 
progenitiv brains, amativ brains, adhesiv brains, 
comhativ brains, alimentiv brains, secretiv brains, 
acquisitiv brains, an constructiv brains. 

Jack — Ahbut, there's anuther sooart a brains 
wot thah's not menshon'd. 

Bil — Hah ! wot sooart's them ? o thowt o'd 
menshon'd all there wor it brain callendar. 

Jack — Nor hofe, lad ; thah ne'er sed nowt 
ahaht soft ans, an moind me if there isn't mooar 
a this last sooart sturrin nor thah't aware on. 

Bil — "Webbut, thah didn't say wot thah wer 
thinkin abaht sooa varra cloisly. 
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Jam — 0, nou, but o wer tliiukin abaht us 
brain bein t' organ at moind ; o mean, tbah 
kno's, t' thing wot t' moind mafcs use on as a sooart 
an amain spring, to genooatis to't moind hah things 
is gooin on ; t' rooad to it liggin throo t' senses. 

Bil — Fudge, lad ; it's all up we that doctrine 
nah ; o've summat e mo pocket wot just turns 
all that sooart a philosophy upsoid dahn, an it's 
written be a chap wot thinks he kno's all abaht 
it, becos he lives in a varra foine hahcc, an's 
had a varra foine eddication, an sich loik. 

Jack — Hah ! prethe, whooa is he, when he's 
enuff? 

Bit — "Whoy, he's a varra rich man, an his- 
name, whoy, it isn't hooak, nor yit hezzle, but 
it'sWood, for all that; hah, Charles ThoroldWood, 
of Campsall Hall ; an if wisdom dusn't dee when 
be dus, it al be in a consumption, depend on't. 

Jaci — O dear, o dear, is it him ? Whoy, he's 
varra latela been deliver'd of a lecture it Lyceum 
e Doncaster, abaht grooapin t' skull, an it wer 
published e She wild. 

Bit — Hah, that's wot o've getn e mo pocket, 
an there's won paragraph wot o want the to 
look at, an if ta can lig the intellectual musher 
abaht it, doo, an let it swing reit an left ; but o'U 
read the t' paragraif, an then thab may gooa at it. 
' ' The word mind is calculated to mislead, for it 
suggests the idea of an existent being, whereas, 
in fact, it designates merely a function or action 
of the brain, to which it stands in the same 
relation as digestion to the stomach, or respiration 
to the lungs." 
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Jack — A, mo lad, that doctrine worn't born at 
Campsall Hall; it cum aht at crazy brains a 
Lawrence. 

Bil — Lawrence, Lawrence ; whoy, thahdush't, 
meean oud Nock, dus ta ? 

Jack — desoir thah niwer fouls the. lips we 
tli at name no mooar. 

Bil — That al be as it happens ; get on we the 

Jack — Wa, then, it furst place, aecooardin to't 
Campsall Hall doctrine at human moind, it's 
nother matter nor sperrit ; it hasn't a positive 
existence ; consciousness, willin, judgin, an all 
us powers a reasonin, have ther existence it 
action at brain, an when that action at brain's 
dun actin, whoy, then t' moind's dun existin. 
Allads, Thorold Wood! if sich stuff isn't worthy 
a bedlam, tell us wot is. Nah, then, Mester 
Wood, dus t' brain act continually ? Is it awlis 
e action, or is it nobbut sumtoimes e action? 
Nab, it's loik to be won at two ; there's nowt 
else for it, an yo shall have yer choice which. 

Bil— Wa, then, o'll say for him, at it's awlis 
e action. 

Jack — Wa, then, if it is, he reckon'd withaht 
his host, becos if t' brain be awlis active, then 
we'n awlis a moind, an t' moind ad just be as 
much an existent bein as t' brain is. 

Bil — Wa, then, o'll say for him at brain isn't 
awlis active. 

Jack — Wa, then, there must be a toime when 
weha'n'tamoind — when we've nooa consciousness 
of us existence ; nay, when we dooan't kno at we 
doo exist. 
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Bil — Whoy, we dooan't kno that -when we're 
asleep. 

Jack — Abbut, we think when we're asleep, an 
Wester "Wood cahn't tell us ■when he isn't 
thinkin ; for even if he cahnt remember Ms 
dreams, that's noon proof at he hasn't dremt; 
an besoid, dreeams is caused withabt onna thing 
actin nppat brain to produce a operation, becos 
senses is shut up, us mould's shutters is put to, 
an thorcfooar, there's nooa brainish action o 
dreeams ; wot dun ya think abaht that, Mester 
"Wood, eh ? 

Bil — Ifoi hoi, ond lad, but that's a stunner ; 
at him agean. 

Jack — Wa, he says at moind stans it same- 
relation %'t brain as t' digestion does to't 
stomach. Hah, then, can there be onna sich thing 
as digestion withaht snmmat material to digest f 

Bit — Wa, o think o may say nou for him 
there, oavrer. 

Jack — Varra well ; can there be onna action 
at brain, withaht brain be acted upon ? 

Bil — Wa, o dooan't kno wot sooart a eagle- 
eyed vision Mester Wood has, but cahnt Bee 1 
hah ther can. 

Jack — Wa, then, prethe, wot material action 
at brain is it wot maks t' moind reflect uppen 
itsen? Is it a sooart an a josslin at brains 
together wot causes this reflection ? This cahnt 
be, becos we can reflect uppat operations on us 
moinds, withaht bein bumpt o'er us toll-dish to 
joggle us brains abaht, just a purpose to mak us- 
think. 
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Bn. — If these Campaall Hall gentlemen can 
■spawn no better food for philosophers nor this, 
whoy, o think they'd better keep it at hooam to 
Oram ther turkeys. 

Jack- — Sah, o shud just loik to kno wot loikness 
ther is between a action at brain an a action at 
moind. Isn't brain matter ? an can there be 
onna action withaht mooation ? — material action, 
o meean, thah kno's. 

Bil — Whoy, o think not. 

Jack — Then, if t' brain acts at all, it's a 
movement at particles at brain throo won part at 
cranium to anuther. 

Bil — Esactla ; an o think Thorold ad say sooa 
Anole. 

Jack — Nah, then, wot's a action at moind? 

Bii. — Whoy, perception is a action at moind? 

Jack — Come, then, tell Mester Wood hah it's 

Bil — Sloik o will ; wa, then, suppooas 
Willoughby Wood's proposition at he get throo 
me Lord Brougham-is placed befooar us, viz., at 
man isn't responsible for his belief ; wot faculty 
at moind will it call into operation to detect its 
fallacy ? Whoy, tliis proposition is made up of 
letters put into words ; these pass in swift 
succession o'er the retina of the eye — that is, t' 
images a these, thah kno's — till at last that 
faculty called Perception discovers t' relation 
wot they bear to won anuther. Then cums 
Hester Reason, an gets oud on em, an riddles em 
weel to get all t' chaff aht, thah kno's, till at 
last Mester Perception cums agean, an he sees at 
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wonce at this proposition is defective, becos men 
are influenced by certain motives to believe 
certain things ; an therefooar, it shud a been a 
this way — roan isn't responsible n other for bis 
capacity of understanding, his opportunities of 
knowledge, sufficiency of evidence, nor the 
motives which induce his belief. Then, last of 
all, cuma Mester Judgment, an draws t' black 
cap o'er his face, an pronahnces me Lord's 
wonderful gret truth wot'a gone forth, to be a 
gret summat else — yo may guess wot. Hah, 
then, is ther onna loikness e these two operations ? 
The first, in fact, is not a operation, nor a action 
nother ; but the second is a noble an intellectual 
operation. 

Jack — Webbnt, just for a lark ; if t' moind a 
man is produced be a action at brain, the mooar 
violent that action is, the bigger t' moind ad be, 
becos iwera bodda kno's at there's big moinds 
an little ans. Nab, o wunder whether Charles 
Thorold Wood's be actin just nah ; if they arn't, 
whoy, then, he's just nooa moind at all; an as 
he seems varra ambitious for poppilarata, o'd 
advise him to run his beead agean a ruff stooan 
wall, an, moi stars, he'd have a moind loik a 
steeam wheel boiler. But, suppooasin this 
phrenological materialist shud happen to be 
stannin on his beead t' next toime his brains 
begins to operate, hah then ? 

Bil — "Whoy, then his moind ad be stannin on 
its beead anole, an all his thowts ad be turned 
upsoid dahn. 

Jack — Wa, then, he must have been stannin 
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on his heead when he delivered his sen on his 
lector, for all hie thowts are t' wrang end 
uppards, an they stan up just loik t' boolders e 
Lichfield Street. 

En, — "Webbut, he happen meeans at moind is 
caused be t' particular organ oizati on at brain. 

Jack — Organization can produce just nowt at 
all ; becos nooa organization can act whoile it's 
acted on. Bid ta iwer see consciousness floy 
aht an a steeam ingin ? 

Bil — Nou, mm, it isn't organoized reit for it. 

Jack — That's true, nor nooa other organiza- 
tion is ; an as to Meater Wood's tokin abaht 
moind bein t' action at brain, whoy, all at that 
proves is just this, at Meater Wood's capable a 
tokin nonsense, becos, as we said afooar, if t' 
brain be awlia active, then we'n awlis a moind, 
even accooardin to his awn dogma. Nab., then, 
Hester "Wood, yore brain produced yer moind, 
didn't it? 

Bil — O'st say yis for him. 

Jack — Hah did he get to kno that P 

Bil — Whoy, his muther fetcht him a claht o'er 
t' heead won day, an set him a thinkin loik a 
spinnin Jinna. 

Jack — Ho, ho ; that's just funny, isn't it, at 
brains is fooast to mak a bein a purpose to kno 
at we han brains ! But we'st call him to't 
scratch abaht anuther thing : he says at t' word 
moind designates merely a function or action at 
brain ; but Meater Wood, will yo be so good as 
just to tell us Bhevvild groinders hah thowt is 
secreted it brain ? an when it is secreted, e what 
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crevice at knowledge box does it lig ? Niih, 
ae yo're rich a thick an thin phrenologist, 
mooast loikla yo'n grooapt menny a skull booath 
insoid an aht, an's seen an handled menny a 
peck a brains ; doo, o beseech ya, fort credit a 
yer awn brains, be varra careful when ya split 
up anuther toll dish, to see if ya cahnt find a 
soul e sum corner ; there is won, depend on't, 
sumwhere ; if yo shud happen to see a percep- 
tion stickin aht, or a will, or a consciousness, 
slap hmid on him we booath hands, an drag him 
aht altogether (for if yo getn won, all t' rest al 
follow), an show him ap it Lyceum e Poncaster; 
an a boiled turnip to yore brains, at yo getn t' 
furst proizo it grooapin community. 

Bn. — Throo wot we'n seen an's known a 
Charles Thorold Wood, we'n ivrera reeason to 
belieTe at he disbelieves it existence a sperrit, 
an at he believes at there's nowt exists but 
matter. 

Jack — A, bless the loif, if than were to talk 
to him abahta sperrit, he'd laff whoil his brains 
shackt anuther soul aht. 

Bil — "Wa, o'll bet him a shillin he eahnt 
demonstrate t' existence a matter, an then o'll 
lig him anuther at a can demonstrate t' existence 
a moind — hah, then, will he prove at matter 
exists? 

Jack — reckon he'll say he can see it. 

Bil — Abbut, he cahnt see it. 

Jacx — Not if he's blind he cahnt. 

Brx — Kou, nor if he'd all t' eyes e Gampsall 
he cadn't see it. 
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Jack — Explain . 

Bn. — Well, hah does he get his ideas of out- 
ward objects ? 

Jack— Throo t' medium of his senses. 

Bn. — Hah, for instance, all these outward 
things are pictured on his eye, an these images 
is seen bit moind ; he dnsn't see t' objects ther 
sens, but merely t' figures on em ; an besoide, 
vet iwer his ideas may be, these ideas is within 
him ; they ain't its objects ; sooa hah does he 
kno at he isn't deceived ? But it's varra 
different wit moind ; we're not dependent on ns 
senses for ahr knolledge of us moinds ; we're all 
on us conscious of sensation, an thowt, an sich 
loik ; an sooa thah sees, after all this stuff an 
stur, these wonderful wooden "Woods, wot's 
bahn to turn t' religious world upsoid dahn, to 
estabhsh ther phrenological, brain-splittin system 
on its ruins, at they cahnt, nou, not all three 
on em — for they're all of a kidney — even de- 
monstrate the existence of matter. But Mcster 
Wood's absurdities dnsn't end here. The mind is 
an act of the brain ; so that whenever he can set 
the brain e action, he creates a whole moind at 
one strooak, we all its powers. A dear, hah, 
consciousness, perception, conception, willing, 
judgment, nay, iwera attribute at moind is 
browt into being at one single twirl ; an when 
that twirl's twirl' d its last twirl, alas, alas! all 
all these noble faculties are untwirl'd. 

Jack — Nab, then, Hester Wood, yo happen 
didn't kno at there wer onna sich chaps as as 
lived e Shewild, an if yo'd kept yer farrago 
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within eight moile a Doncaster, yo happen 
wudn't a kno'n still ; but oawer, yo'Il foiad it 
not nah at we'n tain yore phrenological mongrel, 
mi duekt him e ahr wheel kit, an turned him alit 
intot world to be hooted an hunted till he kennels 
e sum empty cranium within t' walls e Campeall 
HaU. 



SCRAPS, &c. 

A docter wot eudn't get no wark, geed it up 
an begun to keep a ale-ass, when a chap tell'd 
him his eoign owt to he t' Brokken Lancet. 
"Not Booa," Bed he, "when o wer a docter o 
eudn't get nooa patients, but nah o can male 



The names of three at best docters e this 
:ountry is "Water, Exercise, and Temperance. 



A WITTY MADMAN. 
A Docter wer axt be a lunatic whear ad be t' 
best place to have anuther hoi? "0 dooan't 
kno egzatla," sed t' Docter, " happen at back o 
me heead." "Nay, thah fooil," sed t' lunatic, 
" thah shud have it at the finger end, an then 
thah cud put it dahn fooake' throits and see wot 
wer t' matter we em." 



■.-.ivCoogle 



THE SHEFFIELD DLSXECT. 

CURIOUS ANSWER 



O've two objections to this duel affair, one is, 
o'm afread o shud *urt yo, an t' tuther ia, o'm 
afread yo shad hurt me. dooan't see wot 
good it ad do me to put a bullet throo yore 
bodda, for o cudn't boil it as o cud a rabbit or a 
turkey, an o'm not a cannibal, o cahnt heit it. 
Then wot's yuso a ahootin a thing at o can mat 
na yuse on. Nah, if yo wantn to try yer pistols, 
shooit at a tree abaht mo soizc, an if yo hitn it 
send me word, an then o'll say at if o'd been 
there yo'd happen a hitn me. 



CONJECTURAL KNOWLEDGE. 

Cockney — I say, Bil, my good fellow, vich is 
the vay to Epsom ? 

Yorkshibeman— Hah did thah kno mo name 
wer Bil ? 

Cockney — Vhy, I guessed it. 

Yoek. — But hah did ta kno at o wer a good 
feller P 

Cockney — Vhy, I guessed that. 

Tokk.— Then thah may guess t' way to Epsom. 



■.-.ivCoogle 



i 



■.-.ivCooglc 



"&$m f» eoinenjtng bro? toucijfng in rtiese olB 
ttnicmhratww."— Charles Lamb. 
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